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The true Tragedie of Richard Duke 
of Yorke, and the good King 
Henry the Sixr. 


Enter Richard Duke of Yorke, The Earle of —_— 

| The Duke of Norftolke, Marquis Ilontague, F 

| Exleof March,Crookeback Richard andthe yong Earle 
Rutland, with Drunune and Souldiers, with whute Ro» 

intheir hats, * 


l 


Warwhe, 
=2[f Wonder how the king eſcapt our hands, 
2) (3 Toke. Whill we purtudethe boriemen 


fi Whereat the great Lord of Nontum- 

I land, 

Whoſe warlike eares could never brooke retrait, 

| Chargde our maine battels front, and therewich hum 

Lord Stafford and Lord Cl:ffFdall abreſt (flaing 

Brake in and were by the hands o' common Soldiers 
Edv.Lord Stafford; father Duke of Backbinghans, - 

b guherſlame or wounded dangerouſlic, 


A 2, I cleft 
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Icleft his Beuer with a downe right blow: 
Fatherthat this is true bebo!d his bloud, 
AMont. And brother hecres the Earle of Wiltſhires 
Bloud, whom /cncountrcd as the battailes joind. 
Rich, Speake thou for mie and tell them what / did. 
Tork, Whatis your grace dead my L. of Summer ſet? 
po ng pe haue all the line of Jo of Gora, 
Thus doe / hope co ſhape king Heres head. 
War. And todo [wictori. usprince of Youke, 
Betore I ſee thee ſeared in that throne 
Whichnow the houſe of Lancaſter viurpes, 
I'vow by heavens theſe cies ſhal neuer cloſe. 
This isthe pallace of that fearctull king, 
And that the regall chaire? Pofleſſeit Yorke : 
For this isthine and not king Hemres henes. 
York, Ailit me then ſweet WWarwke, and I wil : 
For hither are we broken in by force, 
Norf. Weele all aſſiſt thee, and he that flies ſhall die, 
- York, 1 hanks gentle Norfolke.Staic by me my Lords, 
and fouldiers Rare you heere and lodge this night ; 
Wear. And when the king comes him no 
Violence,vnlefle he ſeek ro put ys out by force, + 
Rich Armde as we be, lets ftaie within this houſe ? 
War. The bloudie parlement ſhallthis be calde, 
Val-fle Plantagener Duke of Yorke be king 
And baſhfull Herrie be ,whoſc cowardiſe 
Hath made vs by -wordsto our enemies. 
York. Thenleaue me not my Lords ; for now I meane 
Totake pollc{lion of my right, 


is, 


\ 


| Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt. 

War, Neitherthe king,nor him that loue5 him beſt, 
The proudeſt burdthat holds vp Lazcafter. 
Dares ftirre a wing if arms ſhake his bels, 
Ile plant Plartagenet: and root him out whodares? 
Relolue thee Richard: Claine the Englith crowne. 


Enter king Heuriethe (ixt, with the Duke of Exceſfter, 
The Earle of NorthwmberLord.the Earle of Weitmerland 
and Cliford,the Earlc of Cumberland, withred Roſesin 
thcir hats, 


King Looke Lordings where the ſturdy rebel its, 


| Eveninthe chaire of ſtate : belike he meanes 


Backt by the power of #arwihs that falle peere, 
To aſpire vnto the crowne, and raigne as king, 
Earle of Northumnoberl and he ſlew thy father. . 
And thine Clifford: and you both have vow'd reuenge, 
mary) vr" roar his friends. 
Norths. Andif | benot ,heauens be revengd onme, 
Clif. The hope thereof, makes C/ifford moumin ſteel. 
Weſt. What ? ſhall we ſuffer this, lets pull him downe. 
My hartfor angerbreakes, I cannoc ſpeake, 
King. Be patient gentle Earle of #/e/tnerlond. 
Clif. Patience is for pulrrouns ſuch as he 
—_—_ not fit there had yourtather lu*d ? 
y gratious Lord : here m the Parlement, 
Lecrsaflaile the famili of Yorke. 
North, Well haſtthou ſpoken coſen,beir ſo. 
King, Oknow you notthe Cittie favours them, 
A 
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And they haue troopes of ſoldiers at their becke? 
Exet, Bur when the D.is ſlaine,theile quicklic flie, 
King. Farbeit from the thoughtes of Henries hart, 

To make a ſhamblcs ofthe parlement houle. 

Coley of Exeter, words, frownes, and threats, 

Shall be the warres that Henric meanesto vſe. 

_ faRtious duke of Yorke,delcend my throne, 
ol Thou art deceiufd : I am thine, (York, 
Exet. For ſhame comc downe he made thee D.of 
York, Twas mine inheritance as the kingdome is, 
Exet, Thy father was atraytor tothe crowne. 

War. Exeter thou art a traitor to the crowne, 

In following this viurping Herry. 

Cf Whom, Mould 6 follow bur his naturall king. 

War, True Clif and thatis K«h.yd Duke of Yorke, 

King. And ſhall I ſtande while thou fitteſt in my 
thronc? 

York, Contene thy (clfe it muſt and ſhall be ſo. 

W.v.Be Duke of Laxcaſter let him be king, 

Weſt. Why? he is both king & Duke of Lancaſter, 

And thatthe Earle of //e/fmmer/and ſhall mainctaine. 
War, And Warwike ſhall difproue it. You forget 

That we arethole that chaſte youfrom the field 

And flew yourfather,and with colours ſpred, 

Marchethrough the Curic co the pallas gates. 
Nor, Notarwike I remember it tomy griefe, 

And by his ſoule thou and thy houſe ſhall rew it. 

R. .Plantagenet ofthce and ot thy tonnes, 


Thy 


[ 
| 
| 
| 


ſ | 


Torke,and Henrie the ſixt, 
Thy kinſmen and thy tgiendes,lle haue more liues, 
Then drops of bloud were in my fathers vaines. 
Clif. Vrgeit no more, lealt in revenge thereof, 
Iſend thee #arwike ſuch a meſienger, 
Asſhall mma bees lian 
War.Poore Clifford,how I skom thy wothles threats 
York, \N il ye we {hew ourtule tothe crowne, 
Orelſe our ſwords ſhall pleadit in the field ? 
Kizg, What title haſte thou traitor tothe Crowne? 
Thy father was asthou art Duke of Torks, 
Thy grandfather Koger CAfortimer eaile of March, 
Jam the ſoane of Henrie the Fift whotamdethe French, 
An:\ made the Dolphin ſoope,and ſeazd yponther 
Townes and prouinces. 
War, Talke not of Frenceſince thou haſt loſt it all. 
Kmg. The Lord protector loſt it and not1, | 
When I was crownd I was but nine monehs old. 
Rich, Youare olde enough now and yet me thinkes 
you loſe, 
Father teare the Crowne from the Vſurpers head, 
Edv. Dolo ſweet father,ſetit on your head, 
Aons, Good brother asthou louflt & honorlt armes, 
Lets hgh it out and not (tand caulling thus. 
Rich. Sound drums and trumpers & the king will fly, 
York, Peace ſonnes : 


N.rthien. Peace thou and give king Henry leaueto 


{peake. (me? 
King. Ab Plantagenet , why ſeckeft thouto depole 
Aze we not how bob Plan agenets by bixth, 


A + 
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And from two brothers lineallie diſcent ? 
Suppoſe by right and equitie thou be ki 
yy. ey wenn kinghe 
Whaerein my tather and my grandlire ſat ? 
No,firſt ſhall warre vnpeople thismy realme, 
I andour colours often Horne 11 Fraxce, t 
And now in Englandto our harts great ſorrow le 
Shall be my winding ſheete, why taint you Lords? Clif 
My titles betterfarre than his, Lord 
OO rg ugnr ſhaltbe king ? a Mac 
"s. Henrie the fourth b Wher 
AN” y conqueſt got - 
York, T*w3sby rebellion gainſt his ſoueraigne. Tor 
Kimg. Iknow not what to faic my titles weake, Wha! 
Tellme maie not a king adopt an heice? Wa 
War, What then ? Ort 
Cn oihing For Richard 
The ſecond inthe yiew of manic Lords And: 
| Refignde the Crowneto Hemrre the tourth, Wrg 
Whoſe heire my Father was, and I am his. Ku: 
York Itellthee he roſc againſt him being his Let1 
Soueraigne,& made him to religne the —_ In 
War. Suppole my Lord he did it vneonſtrainde, And 
Thinke youthat were premudiciall to the Crowne? Ka 
Exxet. No forhe could not ſo refigne the Crowne, W; 
But thatthe next heire mult lucceed and raigne, | Cl 
King. Art thou againſt vs, Duke of Exceter ? |» 
E xer. Hisis the right, and therefore pardon me, ' N 
King. All will reuolt from me and turne to him, | Cl 


Notre {| 


Torke,and Henri the ſixt. 


Northum. Plantagenet for all the claime thou laiſt, 
nke not king Henry (hall be thus depoſde ? 
We, de he ſhall be in deſpight of thee, 
North.'Tuſh #arwike, Thou art decciued ? tisnot thy 
fourherne powers of Eſſex Suffolke,Norffolke ,and of 
8 that makes thee thus preſumpruous and 
ſet the Duke vp in deſpight ot me. 
Chff. King Henrie be thy tile right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vowes to fight in thy defence. 
Mare that ground gape and ſwallow me aliue, 
Where I do kneele to him that flew my father. 
Kmg. O Clifford how thy words reuiue my ſoule, 
Tork, Henry of Lancaſter religne thy crowne. 
What murter you? or what conſpire you Lords? 
War. Doe right vnto this princelie Duke of Yorks, 
Orl will fill the houſe with armed men, 
Enter Souldiers, 
Andouer the chairc of ſtate where now he fits, 
W: his ritle withthy vſurping bloud. 
Let me butraigne in quiet whilltI live, 
Tork, Contirme the crowne to me and to mine heires 
And thou ſhaltraigne in quiet whilft thou hu'tt. 
Kag. Conuey the (ouldicrs hence,and then I will, 
| Way, Captaine conductthem into Twrhift hheldes, 
| Clif, What wrong tsthis rntothe Prince your ſon? 
| War. What good is this for Engl.ordand himiclte # 
Northum. Baſe fearcfull, and delpairing Hemry. 
Cif. How haſt thou wronged both thy ielte and = 
Weſt, 
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Weſt. 1 cannot ſtaic to heare theſe Articles. Exk.| 


Clif. Norl,Come colcn lets go tellthe Queene. 
Northum. Bethou a praie vnto the houſe of Yorke, 
And die in bandsforthis vnkingly deed, Exit. 
Clif. In dreadfull warre m ailtthou be overcome, 
Orlivempeace abandon'd and deſpiſde. Exit, 
Exet, They ſeeke revenge , and therefore will nat 
yedd my Lord. | 
-_.. Ah Exere? 
ont gh my Lord? . 
Km . Not for my ſclte Lord 1/arwike , but 
= ſhall diſnherir. "TIP 
Butbe it aSit maic : I heere intaile the Crowne ' 
Tothee and to thine heires, conditionalbe, 
That here thou take thine oath toceale theſe ciuill 


Broiles,and whil(t Iliue ro honour me as thy king and 
Soucraigne. 
York, That oath I willinglie take and will performe. 
War. Long liue king Henry, Plaatagenet embrace 
him ? 
King And long live thou and allthy forward ſonnex, | 
York, Now Yorke and Lancaſter are reconcilde. | 
Exet. Accwlibe he that {cekestomakethem foes, 
Sound [ rumpets. 
York My Lord Ve take my leaue, forlleto Wakefield | 
To mycaltell, Exit Yorke and his ſonnes. 
War. And Ile keepe London with my fould:ers. Ex. | 
Norf And Ile to Norffolke with my followers. Ext. 
Mont And 1 to the ſcatiom whence I came. _ | 
nicr 


Ce 


4 


Torke,and Henric the ſixt. 


Enter the Qreene and the Pronce. 

Exet.My Lord here comes the Queen, lle (icale away. 

Kirg. And ſo will /. 

Queene. Naie ftaic,orelſc I tollow thee. 

Kmyg Be patient gentle Qaeene, and then Ne tae, 

Luce. What patience can there ?ahtuncrous man, 
Thou haſt vndoonethy {clte,thy ſonne, and me, 
And giuen ournghts vnto the houle of Yorke. 
Aitthoua king and wilt be forſt to yeeld? 
Had I beene there, the ſouldicrs ſhould haue toſt 
Me on their launces points, betore I would haue 
Granted totheir wils. The Duke is made 
Protector of the land : Sterne F,ove e 
Commands the narrow ſcas, And thinkttthou 
Tollcepe fecure? I heerediuorce me Ferry 
From thy bed,vnrll that Actof Parlement 
Be recalde, wherein thou yeeldeſt rothe houſe of Yorks, 
The Northen Lords that haue fortworne thy colours, 
Will follow mine if once they ſec them pred, 
And ſpread they ſhall vatothy deepe dilgrace. 


7258S 


| Kung. Poore Queene her loue tome and to the prince 


Come tonne, lctsawaic and leaue him hecre alone. 
Kmg .Staie gentle Alargaret,and here me ſpeake. 
Queene. Thou halt ipoke too much alrcadie , there- 

fore be (hill. 
King Gente fonne Edwarde,wilt thou flaie with me? 


Que I,to bEmurdred by his cnemics, Exn, 
Pym. \\\hen I returne with victoric trom the field, 
Ie ſee your Grace, uull then lle follow her. Exit, 


Her 
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Her ſonne, | Bei 
Makes hirm func thus forget hir ſelfe. , | He 
Reuenged maic ſhec be on that accurſed Duke, An 
Come colm of Exeter, ſtaic thou here, Th 
For Clifford and thoſe Northern Lords be gone An 
I feare towards Wakefield,to difturbe the Duke. fu 
A 
Enter Edvard and Kicherd, and Montague, Ed 
'Edw.Brother and coſen Montagne , give mee leanets - 
e 
— _CO SL Ar 
CIMont. ButTIhaue reaſons ſtrong and forceable. - 
Enterthe Duke of Yorks. Ar 
Terk, Howe nowe ſonnes what at aiarre amongſt your | T: 
ſelues ? I 
Rich. Nofather, but a ſweete comention , aboutthat | M 
which concernes your {clic and ys, The crowne of Eng. | Be 
land father, N 
York, The crowne boy, why Hemries yet aliue, b4 
AndIhaucſwornethat he ſhall raigne in quier till A 
Hwdearh. | N 
Edw. But would breake an hundred othestoraigne H 
one yeare. T 
Rich, Andifit pleaſe your grace to giue me leaue, 

We ſhewyour grace the waic to fauc your oath, 7 
Anddifj king Herrie from the crowne. | £6 

OOO tary mp | 
thus my Lord. Anoathisofno moment $ 


Being | 


WT 


Torke,and Henrie the ſixt: 
| Beingnotſworne beſore alawfill magiſtrate, 


; | Henry s none but doth vſurpe yourright, 


And eſtands bound to tura by oath, 
Thennoble forher reſolue your ſelfe, ” 
And once more claime the crowne, 
Torks [failt thou ſo boietwhy then it ſhall be fo. 
[am refoludeto winthe crowne, or die. 
Edward,rhou ſhalt to Edd Br ookg Lord Cobbeomn, 
With vvhom the Kentiſhmen vvill vvillinglie riſe 2 
Thou coſen © Afort gue, ſhaltto Norffolke Rraight, 
And bid the Duketo muſter vppe his ſouldiers, 
And come to me to Wakefield preſentlic. 
And Richard thou to Londen (trait ſhalt poſt, 
And bid Richard Neu! Earle of Warwike 
Toleaue the cirtie, and with his men of warre, 
Tomeete me at Saint Albons ten daies hence, 
My ſelfe heere in Sexdall caltell will prouide 
Both men and moruetoturder our attempts. 
Now,what newes ? Enter a M : 
Meſ.My Lord,the Queene with thirtie men, 
; Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 
| Narthumberland and Weſtmerlard , and cthersofthe 
' Houſe of Lancafter,are marching towards Wakefield, 
Tobeliedge you your caftcll hcere, 
Enter (it /obnand fir Hugh Mortimer, 
Toke AGodsname,letthem coine, Colen Afontas 
| guepoſt you hence: and bois (taic you withme, 


Su lobn and iu Hugh Mortewer: maine vacles, 


' Yous 
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Your welcome to Sandal/in an happie houre, And 
The armic of the Queene meanes to beliedge vs, And 
Sir /ebm. Shee ſhall not neede my Lorde,weelemeete | Oh 


herinthe fickd. Not 
York What with five thouſand ſouldiers vncle? 
Rich. Ifather with frue hundred for a need, 
A womans , har ſhould you feare ? 
York. brave battclshaue 1 woon Bloy 
In Normandie when as the emmn- 
Hathbin tentoone,and why ſhould Tnow dorbr R 
Ofthelike ſucceſſe ?I amre{ohrd Comelers goe. Mai 
Edv. Letsmancch awaic,] heare their drums, Ext, - 
c 
Alarmes,and then Enterthe yong Earlc of | Orl 
Ratlond 1nd bis Tutor, | Anc 
Tutor, Oh flie my Lord,lets leaue the Caſtell, ke 
And flie to Wakefield ſtraight. The 
Entcr CliFord. - | a 


Rat. O Tirtor Jooke where bloudie Chferdcomes, The 
Clif. Chapin awaie,thy Prieſthood ſaucs thy life, | An 


As forthe brat ofthat accurſcd Dule | & 
Whoſefatherfirw my fath-r,he ſhall die. | bo 
Tutor Oh Clifford ſparc this tender Lord, leaſt ty. 
Heauenrevenge it on thy head : Oh fauc his life. h 
Clif Soldiers awaie and drag him hence rs | 
Awaie withthevillaine, Exitthe Chaplein. | C 
How now,what dead alrcadic ? or isit feare that mn 
Makes himcloſc his cies ? Ilc openthem. | " 
Aus.Solookes the pent vp Lionon thelambe, | 


And | 


Torke,and Henrie the ſixt. 

' And ſo he walkes inſulting ouer his praic, 
And ſo he turnes againeto rend his immes in ſunder, 
te | Oh Chifford kill me with thy ſword, and 
Not with ſucha cruellt.ireatning looke, 
{amtoo mcane a ſubicct for thy wrath, 
| Bethou reuengde on men, andlet me liue, 

Chf. In vaine thou ſpeakeſt boy : my fathers 

enter 


Rut. Then let my fathers blood opeitagaine ? heisa 
Man,and Clifford cope with him, 
#. | Cif.HadIthybrethren here,thcir lives and thine 
Were not reuenge fufhcient for me. 
Or ſhould / dig vp thy forefathers graues, 
And hang their ronen coftns vp inchaines, 
k could not {lake mine ire,norcaſe my hart, 
The fight of anie of the houſe of Yorke, 
[$25 a furie to torment my ſoule. 
| Therefore till / root our that curſſed line 
| Andlcaug not one onearth,/le luc in hell therefore, 
' Rt. Ohletme praie, before / rake my death, 
| Tothee /praie; Sweet Clifford pittic me. 
| Clif. 1 Such pittiaas my rapiers point affords, 
Rat. I never did thee hurt, wheretore wilt thou kill 
mee ? 
a | Cif.Thyfatherhath, 
| Aut. But ewasere [was borne; 
Thouhalt ope ſonne, for his fake pittie me, 
Leattinrevenge thereof fun Gods iutk, 
4 | Hee 


: 
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He be asmilerablic ſlaine as /. 
Obletmeliue in priſon all my daies, 
And when / gi —_— — 
Then let me dic,for now thou hatt no cauſe, 
a 


P Icome Plantagenet, 


And this thy ſonnes bloud cleauing tomy blade 
1 meager. rr ; 
Congeald with hus,doe make me wipe off both. Exit 


Alarmes,Encer the Duke of Yorke ſolxs. 
Yorke Ah Yorke,polt tothy caftell ſaue thy lite, 
—_— is loſtthou houſe of Lancaſter, 
iſe happic chance is i forthee and thine, 
That heauen abridgde my daies and calsme hence, 
Bur God \nowes what chance hath beride my ſonnes; 
But this I know they haue demeandthemſclues, 
Like men borne torenowne by life or death : 
Thee tires this daie came Richardto my 
Andcried Father; Victorie or i. 4 
And twile fooft came Edrardto my view, 
With Faulchen paintedto the hiles, 
In blou4 of thoſe whom he had d. 
Oh harke,/ heare the drums 2 No waie to flie: 
No waic to fave my lite : And heere /Raic : 
And heere my life muſt end 


Enter the Queene,Clifford, Northumberland, 
. and j 
Come 


—_— 


Torke,and Henrie the ſixt. 


Comebloudie C/fford,rough Northamberland, 

Idare your quenchilefle turie to more bloud : 

This is the rar” and this abides your (hor. 
Northum, Yedd toour mercics proud Plentagenct, 
Clif. Ltoſuch mercie as his ruthful _ 

With downe paiment lent vnto my tath«r, 

Now — tumbled from his —_ 

And made an euening at the noone tide pricke. 

Tork, My aſhes like the Phenix maic bring torth 
Abird that will revenge it on youall, 

And inthat hope I calt mine c1estroheauen, 
Skorning what ere you can afflictme with ; 
Why Raic you Lprds?what,multitudes and feare ? 

Clif. tonmmtabliehe when they can flie no longer: 
$0 Doues doe pecke the Raucns pierling rallents : 
Sodeſperate theeues all hopeleſle of their lies, 

Breath out inuectiues gainſt che ofhcers. 

Tork, Oh Clifford, yer bethinke thee once againe, 

And in thy minde orerun my former tune - 
And bite thy toung chat flaunderit him with cowardiſe, 
Whoſe venc lgoke hath mate thee quake cre this. , 
Clif. I will not bandie with thee word for word, 
But buckle with thee blowes twile ewo tor one, 
Qweene. Hold valiant Cl:ford for athoulſand caules, 
I would prolong the traitors lite a while, 
Wrath makes hum death, ſpeake thou N.rtbumberland, 

Nor, Hold Clifford doe not honour him jo much, 

Topricke thy finger though ro wound bis hart ; 
What valure were ic when a curre doth erin, 
For one to thruſt nis hand between: his reeth, 
When he might ſpurne him with his fooce avaic? 
B F 
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Tis warres priſe to take all aduantages, 
And ten toons, is no impeach u1 warres, 
Fight and tae him. 
CIf-1, I foftrivesthe Woodcocke with the gin, 

North. So doth the cunn.c ſtruggle withthe net. 

Pork, Sotriumphs theeues vpon their conquered 
Bootic:Sotrue men yee!d by robl.ers oucrmatchr. 

North. What w:ll your grace haue done with him? 

Queen, Brave warriors C/if or4& Northumberland 

Come make him ſtand vpon th:3 molehill here, 
That aimde at mountaines with outſtretched arme, 
And parted but the ſhaddow with his hand. 
Was it youthat reuelde in our Parlement, 
And made a prechmentot your high deſcent? 
Where are your meſle of ſonnes to backe younow? 
The wanton Edrerd, andthe lullic George? 
Or where is that valiant Crookbacky proce pie? 
Dickey yourboy,that with his grumbling voice, 
Was wont tocheare his Dad m mutin es? 
Oramongſt the reſt where is your dar'tn Rulwd? 
Looke Torke?l diperhis nap) - inthe bloud, 
That valiant C/ford with hs rapiers point, 
Made ifſue from the Dofome ol thy boy. 
Andit thine eics can water tor Ins dealt, 
I give thee thistodriethy checks with all. 
Alas poore Torke:But thatT hate thee much, 
I ſhould lamentthy miſerable tare 2 
I prethee greeueto make me mentic Yorke? 
cm and frer,that I mac ſing and dance, 
Wharzhaththy hierie hart ſo parcht thine entrailes, 
Thatnotatcare can fall tor Kui/ands death? 


| 


Yorke ,and Henrie the ſixt. 


Thou would(t be feede I ſee tomake me ſport. 

Yorks cannot ſpeakegvnletie he weare acrowne, 

A crowne for Torke?and Lords bow low to him, 

$0; hold you his hands, whilſt / doe fct it on, 

I, now lookes he bke a king? 

Thisis he that tooke king Hemries chaire, 

And this1s he was ts adopred aire. 

But how is it that great Plantagenet, 

kcrownd lo ſoone, and broke tus holie oath, 

As | bethinke me youſhould not be king, 

Till our Henry had ſhooke hands with death, 

And will you impale your head with Henrees glorie, 

And rob his temples of the Diadem 

Now in his fe againſt your holie oath ? 

Oh.tis a fault roo too vnpardonable, 

Off with the crowne,and with the crowne his head, 

And whilſt we breath, ta! e r1mce ro doc him dead. 
Chf. Thais my office tor my fathers death, 
Queen, Yet (tay : & lets here the Oriſons he makes, 
Tork, She wolte of Fraxce,but worle than Wolues of 

France: 


| Whoſe ton move poiſon'd than the Adderstooths 


How ill veſeeming is it inthy lexe, 
Totriumph like an Amazonian wull 


| Vpon his wwes, whom Forwne captiuates ? 
| Butthar thy face is viſard like, vachanging, 


Made impudent by vſe of cuill deeds: 
Iwould affaie, proud Queene to make thee bluſh; 


| Torellthee of whence thou art, from whom deriu'de, 
| Tixere ſhameenough to ſhame thee, wertthou not 


' 
| 


ſhamcleſle , | 
: B 2, Thy 
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Thytather bearesthe type of king of Naples, 
the Srſriles and [eruſalem, 

Yernot 6 wealthie as an Engliſh Yeoman. 
Haththat poore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needesnot,or it boctes thee not proud Queene, 
Valefſe the Adape mutt be vent de - 

That beogers mounted, run theu horſe to death. 
Tis beaune,that oft makes women proud, 

But God he worsthy ſnare thereof is ſmall, 
Tisgouenm<ene,that makes them moſt admirde, 
The contrarie doth makethee wondred at, ' 
Tis vertue that makes them ſeerne deune,, 

The want thereof makes thee abhomunable. 
Thouart as oppoſite to euerie good, 

As the Arntrpoder are vnto vs, 

Orasthe ſouthto the Septentrion, 

Oh Tygers hart wrapt in a wv ornans hide ? 

Hovy couldftchoudroine the lite bloud of the childe, 
Tobilthe father wine his cies withall, 

And yethe feene to brare 2 womans lace? 
Women are milde,pittfull, and flexible, 
Thoumdurate,ſterne,rough,rcmorceletle. 

Bids thoume rage? why novy thou haſt thy vvill 
Wouldſthaue me weepe> vyby thou halt thy with, 
For raging windes blowes v > 2 Morme of tearcs, 
And whenthe rage al2ics the raine beyins, 

Theſe teares are my {«xvect Kutlands oblequics, 
And eucnie drop b-gs verve ance as it fals, 

Onthee fell C/feord,and the falſe French woman. 

North. Beſhrevy mc but his p1fſions moue nie fo, 

As hardlie canI checke mine cics from ceares. 


nm — —_ 


| 


York, | 


| 
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York. That face of his the hungrie Cannibals 
Could not haue tucht, would not have ftaind with bloud 
But you are more inhumamne, more inexorable, 
Orentimes morethen Tygers of Arcadia. 
See ruthlefle Qneenc a hapletie fathers teares. 
This cloth thou dipts in bloud of my fweet boy, 
And loc withtearcs I wath the bloud awaie. 
Keepe thouthe naphin and go boalt of that, 
And it thourell the heaure (toric well, 
Vpon my ſoule the hearers will ſheed teares, 
I,cuen my toes will ſheed faſt falling teares, 
And ſaie,alas,it was a pirtcous deed, 
Here,rake the crowne and with the crowne my curſe, 
Andin thy need ſuch comfort come tothee, 
As now / reape at thy tyvo cruell hands, 
Hard-harted C/rfford,take me fromthe world, 
My ſoule to heauen,ny bloud ypon your heads. 
North, Had he bin (laughterman of all my kin, 
Icould notchuſe but weepe with him to ſee, 
How inlie ripes his hart. 
Qooe Whae weepm ripe, my Lorde Northunber- 
? 


' Thinke but vponthe wrong he did vs all, 


And that will quicklie drie your melting tears. 
Cl:f. Thears for my oath thearsfor my tathers death. 
Qugene. And thears torightour gentle harted kind. 
York, Open thy gates of mercie grat.ous God, 
My ſoule flies foorth to meet with thee, 
Queene. Off with his head and (ct it on Yorks Gates, | 
So 7orks maic ouerlooke the towne of Yorke, 
Exeunt omnes, 
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Enter Edvardarnd Krichard, with drum 
and youldiers, 

Ed. Atter this dangorous fight and hapleſſe warre, 

Ho: doth my n1ble brother Richard fare? 
Rich. lcamnotioy vn 11 I be refolu'de, 
Where ourr zht valiant father is become, 
How of:end:41fee hnn beare himſelte, 
As doth a lion -wdlt a heard otneat, 
Sofied has encri1i-s our va'1ant father, 
Methuakestis pri” + cnough to be his ſorne, 
Thaee fu; .ncs arpe:rein the aire, 

En. Lee how the mom vg ores her golden gates, 
Ana rakes ber farewell « tihe glorious ſun, 
Daſeli mine cies or doe | {we three ſuns? 


Rech Ine glorious ſins,r.o0 feperated by aracking 
$ 


Cloud, but ferrrred in 2 pale cleere thining $kie, 
%ce, lee. they ioine,cmbrace,and ſcemeto kiſle, 

A hoy vowde ſome lergue inviolates 
Noware they butone lampe,one light, one ſun, 
In this the heauens doth tigure ſome euent, 

Ede. I thinke it c es vs brother tothe field, 
That wethe ſonnes of brave Plantagenet, 
Alreadhe cach one thining by his meed, 

May oineinone and oucrpecre the world, 
As this the earth, and therefore hence forward, 
Ile bear vpon my T arger, three faire ſhin-ng ſuns, 
But what art thouzchat lookelt ſo heauilic? 
*Oh one that was 2 wofull looker on, 
When as the noble Duke of Yorks wasſlaine, 
Edw. O ſpeaie no more, tor I can heare no more. 
Rich, Tell onthy talc for / will heate it all, 


Me. 


| Z 
| N 


s 


Torke,and Henrie the ſixt. 
Aeſ. When as the noble Duke was purto flight, 
Aud then purſutde by C:ffordand the Qneenc, 
Ard mwanie fouldiers mo, whoall at o:ce 


| Letdriuve at himand forlt the Duke toyeeld : 


| 


| 


Aud thenthey {ct him on a molehill there, 
And crownd the gratious Duke in high deſpite, 
\ hothen with reares beganto waile hu> fall. 
Theruchlefle Queen porecnung he did wrepe, 
Gaue him a handkercher to wipe his eres, 

D pt inthe bloud of ſweerty oung Rutland 


| Byrough Chfford line: who weeping tookeitvp. 


| 


Tuct throught sbreft they thrul? theic bloudy ſwordes, 


| Wholike a{nbefell atrhe butchers feete,, 
' Thxnonthe gatesof Yorke they (ct his head, 
| Andthere itdoth remaine the pitcous ſpeRtacle 


That ere mine cies beheld, 
Ede, Sweet Duke of Torke our propto leane vpon, 
Now thoua:t gone there t>no hope for vs: 
Now my loules pallaceis become a priſon. 
Oh na ſhe brea\.e from compalle of my breaft, 
For neuer ſhall Ihaue more iow, 
Ric», | cannot werpe, for all my brealts moiſture 
Scarſc ſerues to quench my furnac« burning hart; 
I cannot joe till his white rote be wlide, 
Even m the hart bloud ot the houtc of Lancaſter. 
Richard, i bare thy name, and Ne revenge thy ceath, 
Or die my ſclie 1n ſeck.og of revenge. h 
Ev. His name that yaliane Duke hath l-fe with thee, 
His chaire and Dukedome that remaines forme. 
Rich, Nay if thou be that princely Eagles bird, 
Bhew thy deicent by gazing ganſt the luunc, 
+0 
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For chaire, and dukedome , Throne and kingdome faier 
}'oreitherthat is thine, or clic thou werrt not his? 
Enter the Earl-of Warwikg Montag ne, with 
drum,anci-nt,and fouldiers. 

Wir, How nos faire Loris ; what fare ? what 

newesabroad ? 

Rich, Al Warmike ? (hould we report the balctull 
Newes,apd ateach words delwerance (tab poinyardes 
In our ficſhmnll all were told,the words would adde 
More anguiit; chenthe wounds, 

Ah valianit Lord the Duke of Yorke isflaine, 

Eqr. Ah #/arwthe  ormike. that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee deere : 1,eucn as his foules redemption, 
Is by theftemae L, Chfford,done to death, 

War, Tendairsa gol drownd thoſe newes in teares, 
And now to adde more meature to your woes, 

I cometote!! you things lince then befalne. 

Atterthe bloudic fraic at #/akefield fought, 

Where your braue father breath'd his lateſt gaſpe, 

Tidingsas {wifhe as the polt could runne, 

Was me of your loſle,and his departure. 

I theain London keeper of the Kmg, 

Muſltred my fould-crs, gathered flockes of friends, 

And verie vvell appointed as I thought, 

Marchetofaint Albon; to entercept the Queene, 
the Kimg inmy behalte along, 

Forby my {coutcs I was aduertiſed, 

That ſhe was comming, with a full intent 

Todaſhyourlate decree in parliame nt, 

Touching king Herrres heires and ſucceſhon. 

Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons met, 

= Our 
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Ox battelsioinde, and bot tides fiercelic fought, 

But whether twasthe coldnefic of the king, 

He lookt full gentlic on his warkke Queene, 

That robde my ſouldiers of their heated ſpleene. 

Or whether twas report of his tuccefle, 

Or nxorce then common feare of C lffords rigor, 

Whothunders to his capeaines bloud and death, 

Icannot cell , Burto conclude with eruth, 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came, 

Our ſouldiershke the night Owles lahie flight, 

Orlike anfdle threſher with a flaile, 

Fel gentlie downe as if they ſmote their friends. 
Icheerd them vp with iuttice of the cauſe, 

With promiſe of hie paic and great rewardes, 

Buralln 9 I 2 harrs to fight, 

Nor we in them no hope to win the te, 

Sothat Weflled, The king vnto the Qurene, 

Lord George your brother, Norffothe,and my ſclfe, 

In haſt,potthaſ(t are come to joine with you, 

For in the marches here we heard you were, 


| Mokingenndbekead ro fight againe, 


Edv. Thankes gentle Warwthe. 


| Howfarre hence 15the Duke with his power # 


And when came Georgetrom Burgwndie to F noland? 

War. Some five miles offthe Duke is with tus power, 
Bur as for your brother he was latclie ſent 
From your kind Aunt, Duches of Burgunde, 
With aide of fouldicrs gainſt this needftull warre. 
Rn Twas ods belibe. when valiant Warwke fled. 

I heard in purſure, 

But nerenll — —_ 5 on 


Wa, 
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War. Nornow ny ſcandall Riebarddolt thou heae, | why 
Forthou thalt know that ths nght handot mine, | Ande 


Can plucke the Duadem tron taunt FTenries head, And 
And wringthe awctull icepter from bis tilts ' Burn 
Wetre he as famous and as bold in warre, Rici 
As be isfamdefor mildnefle , peace and praicr. Nere 
Rich, Iknowit well Lord armke blame menot, | That 
Twasloue I bare thy gloves made me fpcake. | Ea 
Bur inthis troublous tune, whats to be done 2 | And 
Shall we gothrow away our coatcs of (iecle, Whi 
Andclad our bodiesin blacke mourning gownes, W 
Numbring our Awemores with our beades 7 The 
Or ſhall we on the helmets of our foes, And 
Tell ourdeuotion with reuengefull armese In et 
If for the laſt ſac [.andton Lords. Anc 
Ir. Why thereforc 1/ar»the came tofindiyou our, ®, Sha 
And therefore comes my brother CAfontagee. ws Kin: 
Attend m* Lords.the proud inſulung Queene, | Sta) 
With C/:fford and the haught Norrhumberland, But 
And of their feather marue mo proud birdes, 
Haue wrought th. cafie melting king like waze, A 
He ſware conſent to your ſucceſsion, Th 
His oach inrolled in the Parliament. An 
But nowto Loadon a!lthe crew are gone, } 


To fruſtrate lis oath or +vhat bei1de's 

May make againſt the }ouſe of Lancaſter. 

Th. ir power / gefic them titty thouſand ftrong., 

Now it the helpe of Nor/fo/ke and my lelte, 
Canbutamountto 48, thouſand, | 
Withallthe friendes that thou braue earle of (March, Ye 
Among the louing Weiſhm<-n caalt procure, Why I 


| Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt. 
e, | Why via, To London will we march amaine, 
| Andonce againe bettride ourtoming ſteedes, 
| And once againe cric charge ypon the foe, 
Bur neuer once againe turne backe 2nd fl e. 
Rich, 1, now me thinkes Iheare great Warwike ſpeaker 
Nere maic he live to fee a ſunſhine daie, 
That cries rctire, when Warmike bids him ſtay. 
| Edw. Lord Werwike,on thy ſhoulder will Ieane, 
And when thou faints, uſt Edward fall ; 
Which perill heauen forctend. 
| Wa. Nolonger Earle of Afarch,but Duke of Yorks, 
The next degree,is Englands royall king : 
And king of England (halethou be unde, 
In euery by as wepaſle along: 
And he that caſts not vp his captorioie, 
®, Shallfor the offence make foricit othis head. 
King Edwerd,valant Richard, {ontagne, 
Stay we nolonyer dreaming of renowne, 
But forward to «ffe<&t theſe refolutions, 
Ener a Mc lcnger, 
Meſ: The Duke of Norffolke ſends you word by me, 
The Qmeenets comming with a puifſant power, 
And craues your compane for ſpeedie councell, 
Wear. \\hy then it forts braue Lordes. Lets marcha- 
way. _Enennt Omaees. 
Enter the Kimg and Qureene, Prince Edward and 
the Nonheme Earles, wth drum 
and Sontkdiers, 
Onee. Welcome my Lord to this braue town of York, 
Yondersthe hea of that ambitious encmie, 
That fougheto be impaled with your crowne, 


es ee ems 


Doth 
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Dothnotthe obiett pleaſe your cie my Lord ? 
King. Eucn as the rockes pleaſe them that feare they 
WIACke. 
Withhold revenge deare God tisnot my fault, 
Nor wiringlc haue 1 nfringde my vow, 
Clif My gratious Lord this coo muchlenitie, 

And harmetull pirtie mult be laid afide, 

To whom do Lyons calt their gentle lookes ? 
Notto the bcalt that would \ his den, 
Whoſe hand is that the ſauage Beare dorh licke ? 
Nor histhat ſpoiles his young before his face. 
Whoſe icapesthelurking {crpentes mortall ſting ? 
Not he that {cts hus foot vpon her backe, 

The fmallett worme will rurne being trodenon, 
And Doues will pecken reſcue of their broode, 
Ambinous Yorke did leuell at thy Crowne, 

Thou ſmiling,while he knit his angrie browes, 
Hebut a Duke,wovld haue his ſonne a king, 

And raiſe his iſluc like a louing fire, i, 
Thou being a king blett with a goodlic 

Did(t rs to difinherit him, , 
Which argude thee amoſt vnnaturall father. 
Vnreaſonable creatures feed their yong, 

And though maas face be fearefull rorhcoir eies, 
yerin protect on ofth. ir tender ones, 

Who hath not ſecne them even with thoſe ſame wings 
Which they haue ſomerime vide i tearefull flght, 
Make warre with him,that climes vntotheir neſt, 
Offringtheir owne lives in their yongs defence ? 
For ſhame my Lord,make them your preſident, 


Were itnot pittie that this goodhie boy, 


I 
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ſhould loſc bis birth righethrough hisfathers fault ? 

And long hereatterſate vnto his child, 

What my great grandfather and grandfre got, 

My carelefle father fondlie gaue awaic ? 

Looke on the boy and let his manhie face, 

Which promiſcth ſucceſſctull fortune tovs all, 

Steele thy melting thoughtes, 

To keepe thine owne,and leaue thine owne with him, 
King, Full wel hath C/:fford plaid the Orator, 

Infernng arguments of mighey torce, 

Burrell me,didft chouncuer yer hearetell, 

Thatthings euill got had euer bad ſucceſſe, 


And happie cuer was it for that ſonne, 


| Whoſe fatherfor his hoerding wentto hell? * 


| leave my ſonne my verwuous deedes behind, 


And would my father had left me no more, 
For all the reſt is held at ſuch arate, 
Asaskes athouſand times more care to keepe, 
Then maie the preſent profit counteruaile, 
Ah coſcn Yorke, would thy beſt friendes did know, 
How it doth greeue methat thy hzad ftands there. 
Que. My Lord.thisharmctull pittic makes your fol- 
lowers faint, 
Youpromiſde knighthood royour princelie ſoane, 
Voſhcath your ſword and ttraighe doe dub hum Knight, 
Kneele downe Edward. 
King. Edward Plantagenes ariſe 2 knight, 
Anq leame this leflon DOY.Cra wry {word 1n right 
Prince, My grat ous farther by your kingly !\Cauc, 
Ile draw it as apparart tothe crowne, 
And inthat OY cl vic ww the UCALL 
N rib am 
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Northum, Why that is ſpoken like a toward prince, 
Enter a Meſlenger, 

AMeſ.Royall commaunders be in readineſle, 
For with a band of fiftic thouſand men, 
Comes #armike backing of the Duke of Torke. 
And in the townes whcreas they paſle x 
Proclaimes h:m king, and nd ies res. 
Prepare your barrels, for they be at hand. 

Clif. I would your highneite would depart the field, 
The Queene hath belt luccefle when you are abſcne. 


| 


uee.Do good my Lord, and leauevsto our fortunes 


Kmg. Why thars my tortune, therefore Ile ſtay (till, 
Clif. Be it with reſolution then to fight, 
Prince, Good father cheere theſe noble Lords, 
Vnſheath ſwerd,tv cer tather crie Saint George, 
Clef. Pachwe our battell heere, for hence wee will not 
moue. 
Enter the houſe of Yorke, 
Edward Now perurde Henrie vvilt thou yeelde thy 
__ crovne, 
And kneele formercie at thy ſoueraignes fcete ? 
Qzeen, Gorate thy minions proud miultng boy, 
Becomes:tthee to be thus malepert, 
Beforethy king and lawtu!l ſoueraigne ? 
Edv. [ambis king and he ſhould bend his knee, 
I wasadopted heme by his conlent. 
George. Since when he hath broke his oath, 
as we hearc you that are king 
hedoe weare the Crowne, 
Haue cauſde hm by new 2& of Parlemene 
Toblotour brother our,and pur his owne ſon jn, 


cif 
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Clif. And1eaſon George. Who ſhould ſucceede the fa- 
ther but the ſonz 
Rich. Are youtheir butcher? 
Clif. I Crookbacke here I ſtand to anſwere thee orany 
of your fort, 
Rich, Twas youthat kild yong Rutland was it not? 
Clif. yes and old Ferketoogand yer not fatisfide. 
Rich, For G..ds ſake Lords oe {ynald co the fight. 
Wa. What {aiclt thou Henry ? wilt thou yeelde thy 
crowne ? 
| Omeen, What long tongde War. dare you ſpeake? 
| When youand / mec at ſaiat Albones lalt, 
Your legs did better ſeruice than your hands: 
War. l,then twas my turve to flee, but nowtisthine, 
Chf. You ſaid to much betore,and yer you fled, 
War. Twas not your yalour Cliffard, that Croue mee 
thence. 
Northum. No nor your manhood #'arrike, that could 
make you foe. 
Rich. Nortburnberland Northam erland, wee holde 
Thee reverenthe Breake off the parlie, to: icaric 
I canrefraine the execution of iny big {wolne 
Hart,ag inſt that Cliford there, that 
Cruelichi Id-Liller, 
Clif. Why I x1ld thy fither, calitthouh'ma child? 
Rich, [like a villane, and atrecherous coward, 
AS thou didft kill our t-nder brother Retland, 
Burere (unne fer Ile make thee curlethe d- <d, 
King. Haue doone with wordes great Loxdes, and 
Hear- me (peake, 
| Queen wen. Defic them then, or clſe hold cloſe thy liy's. 
KK Ne 
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King. 1] prethe giue no l1nits tomy tongue, 


Iam a king and pnuiledge to ſpeake, 
Chf.My Lord the wound that bred this mcering here 

Cannctbecru'd with words, therefore be (ti'!, 

Rich, Then executioner vruheaththy tword, 
By him that made v> all | am — 
That Cliffords manhood hangs vpon his tongue. 

poi oe ſailt chou po. , "(hal [ + nghe 

orno? 

A thouſand mien hauec broke their aſtro daier, 
Thatnere ſhall dine, vilcfle thou yeeld the crowne. 

War.Ifthou denie thei blouds be onthy head, 
For Yore- in iuſtice puts his armour on. 

Prin. It all be right that Yarwike ares is right, 
There isno wrong bur all things mult be right, 

Rich. Whoſocucr got thee,there thy mother ſtands, 
For wellI wotthou l:altthy mothers rongue. 

Qweew, But thon art neither like thy fixe nor dam, 
Buthke afoule miſhap-n (tygmaticke 
Matktby the deftinicsto be avoided, 
Asvenome Todes,or L:zards fainnnglookes. 

Rich. lron of Naples hid with Engliſh gilt, 
Thyfatherbcaresthe title of a king, 
Asita channell ſhould be calde the Sea; 
Shames thou not, knowing from whence thou art de- 
Rivde,toparlicthus with Englands lawfull heires? 

Edw.A wilpe of ſtraw were worth a thouſand crowns, 
To make that Mamclci!- c:!ler know her ſelfe, 
Thy husbands father reueld in the hart of Frexce, 
Andrtami'de the French, and made the Doiphia floope? 
And had hemachtaccording to his [tate, A 


">>. 
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He might haue kept that glorie till this daic. 
But when he tooke a bepgerto his bed, 
cre TT CCC 

Then that ſun-ſhine bred a ſhowre for him 
Which waſh his fathers fortunes out of France, 
And heapt ſeditions on his crowne at home. 

For what hath mou'd theſe cumults bur thy pride 2 
bt | Hzdftthoubeene meeke,our title yet had lieps? 
And we inpittie ofthe gentle king, 

Had flipt ourclaime vnill an other age. 
George. But when we ſaw our ſurrmer brought the 


And that the harueſt brought ys no increaſe, 
—_ the axe to thy vſurping root, 
the edo< haue {: ing hit our ſclues, 

| CE EN 
rarer +1 mn downe, _. 

d with our heated 4 
rand reſolution, | defie thee, 
| Not willing anie longer confe1ence, 
Since thou Jdemeſt the gentle king to ſpeake. 
Sound trumpets, let our bloudic colours waue, 
And either viRtorie or elſe a graue, | 
Que, Staie Edward (tajc, 


Þ | 


Edv, Hence wrangling woman, lle no longer (taie 
| ay monde will coft en thouſand hues to daie, ; 
5, Exenme Onmes, Alarmecs, 
Enter Warwike. 


We Sore ſpent with toile as runners with the race, 
es | Thie me downe a little while to breath, 

Faftokes receiude,and manic blowes repaide 
bs (RE hl. , C Lats ” 
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Hathrobd wy ſtrong news of their 
And force perforce ncedes mult / reſt my ielie. 

Emer Edxrard, 
Edw.Smile gentlc heauens or frike yngendle death, 
That wemaic dic valc{lc we giine the daie ; 
What fatall ſtatre mal.gianc tiownes from heauen 
Vpon itheharineleſic lnc of Yorker tive houſe ? 

corge. 
Come brother,come,lers tothe ficld 2 
= rn inough to > -— — A 
Thenlervs backe cochcere our faint 
Leſtthey retire now we haue left the 
War, How now my lords: le the fk 
Emer Ricbard running, + 

Rich. Nh JV arwibe why haſle cou withdrawne thy ſelſef 
Thy nobvlefather whe thickelt the 
Cride ſill for #/arwrbe his thuiſe v hae fon, 
Vnaill wich chouſand ſwords he was beſct, 
And manie wounds macc inh.s agedbrelt, 
Andas he tottrrivg fate ypon his licede, 
He waſt his h2n4 tome and cride alouds 
Richard,commend me to my valiant ſonne, 
And {tl he cride #/awrte revennce _ 
And with thoſe words he tumbled off hi 
And ſothenobie Sal>bury gone vpthe 
IWwr. Thenlcttheearch be drunken 
Ne kill:ny horſe bec-uis 1 wi lnotthe 2 
And here toGod ofheaven I make avow, 
Neuer topalle from f-rth this bloudy field 
Till Iamfull rezengec ; for 1s death, 
Eilv, Lord Warn, ldce bend ny 


his bloud, 


ww 


Yorke and Henrie the ſixt. 


And in that yow now ioine my ſoule to thee, 
Thou ſetter vp and puller downe of kings, 
wouchlafe agentle v:Etorie to vs, 
Orlet vs die before we looſe the daic: 

e. Then let vs haſte tocheere the ſouldiers horts, 
And callthem pillers that will ftandto vs, 
And hicly promiſe to remunerate 
Their trulbie ſeruice,in theſe dangerous warres, 
Rich. Come,come awaic,and ftand notro debate, 
For yetis hope of fortune good enough. 

we me your hands, and let vs part 
And take urleaues vneill we meet againe, 
Where ere it be in heauen or in carth, 
Now Ithat neuer wept,now mtkin wo, 
To ſcetheſe dire miſhaps continue fo, 
Warzihe farewel, 
War. Awaicawaic,once more ſweet Lords farewell, 
Exeunt Ommes, 
Alarmes and then cuter Richard 2t one dore 
and Chfford at the other. 

Rich. A Clifford a Clifford. 
Clif. A Kicharda Richard, 
Rich. Norw Clifford for Yorks & young Rw1{mde death, 
This thirfly {word that longs to drinke thy bloud, 
Shall lop thy limmcs,and ſhe thy curſed nart, 


| 
. | Fertoreuengethe murdersthou haſt mace. 


= 


Clif. Now Rickard,l am with thee here alone, 

Thsis the hand that (tabd thy father Yorke, 

Andrthis the hand that flew thy brother Rec/nd, 
Andheresthe heart that triumphs in the': derthes, 

And checres theſe hands thirflew thy (urs ang oxacher, 
45 C $e To 
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Toexecute the like ypon thy iclte 
And ſohaue at thee. ; Go 
Alarmes. They fight, and then enters Warwihe But | 

and reſcues Rich ird & then evewnt ommes, Ohr 


Alarmesftill,and then enter Henry (o/ns, Om 
Hen. Oh gratious God ofheauen looke downe on yg, Hoy 


And ſet ſome endes to theſe inccilant griefes, This 
How like a maſtle(ie ſhip vponthe ſeas, Poo 
This wotul batraile doth cont:nue Hill, And 
Now leaning this way,now to that ide drive, K 
And none doth know to vi hom the daie will all, | Wh 
O would my death nuight (taje theſe ciullars/ Poo 
Would1had never raind,nornere bin king, The 


and Clrfford,chide me from the ficlde, The 
they had beſt ſucceſſe when / was thence, Wit 


Ms 
Would 


thatI were dead fo all were well, "on 
Or would __ lufhce, I _— | 1.5 
To n and lwe a priuate life, 
rr ec man in his armes, wn 
Sonld Ilblowesthe wind that prohtsno bodie, Tak 
This manthart I haue laine in fight todaie, | x 
Maic be poſleſled of tome ſtore of crownes, | Oh: 
And 1 will ſcarch tofind th-mifI can, 
Burſtay.Me thinkes i is my tathers face, he 
OhTrtisbe whom I hauc ne in fight, x 
From London 1was I prett our by the king, | 
My father he came onthe part of Torks, | be 
And in this conflict I haue ſlaine my father: | 
Oh God,! knew not whatI did, | 4 
pardon father,for 1 knew thee not. Far 
Enteran other ſouldicr with a dead man. | 


2. Soula. | 


A— 


Torke,and Henvie the ſrxt. 


2.Sowl.Lie there thou that foughelt with me ſo ſtoutly 
Now let me fee what {tore of gold thou haſte, . 
But ttaie, me thinkes this is no famous face; 
Ohno it ismy fonne that / haue (laine in fight, 
O monſtrous times begetting ſucheuents, 
How cruel bloudy, and irorious, 
This deadlie quarrel! daike doth beger, 
Poore boy thy [tne gaue thee lif roo late, 
And hath bereau'de thee of thy life too ſone, 
| Kmg Wo aboue wo,griefemore then common griefe, 
Whillt Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 
Poore lambs dofcele the rigor oftheir wraths; 
Thered roſe and the white are on hus face, 
The fatall colours of our ftriuirg houſes, 
Wither ore roſe , and letthe ocher flouriſh, 
| For if you ſtrive, ten thouſand lives mult periſh, 
| 1.Sould. How will my mother for my fathers Cearh, 
Take on with me and nere be ſatisfide? 
2 So/, How will my wife for laughter ofmy fon, 
Take on with me and nere be (atisfe? 
| Kang. How willthe people now miſdeeme their king, 
Oh would my deaththeir mindes could (arisfie, 
1 Son/d. Was cuer ſon ſarude his fathers bloud tofſpil? 
| 2,Sowl. Wasever father ſo vanaturall his fonto Kill? 
| Korg. Waseucr king thus greeud and vexed fiill? 
1 .Sould, Ile beare thee hence trom this accurſed place, 
For wo is meto ſee my fathersface. 
' Exit with his father. 
2.Sonl, le beare thee hence & lex — 
For / hawe murdered where I ſhould noe ki ; 
Exit with bus ſonne. 


C 3, Korg. 
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K Hen, Weepe wretched man, lle lay thee teare fortear, 
Here fits a king as woe begone as thee, 
Alarmes andenter the Queens. 
Que, Awwaie my Lord to B.x-wicks preſemlie, 
The daie isloft,cur friends are murdered, 
Nohope:isleftfor vs, theretore awaie, 
Enter prince Edvard. 
Prince. Oh father fre, our men haue Ieftthe field, 
Takchotſc fvect father,let vs ſfaue our ſelues, 
Enter Exeter, 
Exet. Awaie my Lord for vengance comes along with 
Nay ſtand not toexpoſtulare make haſt, (hum: 
Or elſe come after, llc awaic before, 
K Hen. Naie ftaie good Exeter for lle along with thee, 
Enter Clifford wounded, with an 
arrow in his necke. 
Clif. Heere burnes my candell our, 
That whilſt it laſted paue king Hemry light; 
Ah Lancefter,] feare thins ouenthrow, 
More then my bodies parting from my ſoule. 
My loue and teare glude manie friendesto thee, 
And now / die,that cough — 
Impainng Herry ftrcngthened m1 Yorke, 
Thodanes peo am like mocks fhes, 
And whitherflics :he Gnars bur to the fun? 
And who ſhines now but Herries enemict? 
Oh Phaba; hadſt thou ncuer giuen conſent, 
That Pharron ſhould checkethy hene ſteedes, 


Thy burning carre had neucr ſcorcht the earth. 
And Henry hadli chou lard as kings ſhould doe, 
Andas thy father and his father 


Sm OrMA>SAZP>T>FLOQ 


is... 


WH O0OM 


Torke,and Henrie the 7xt. 


rear; | Giving no foot vnto the houſe of Torke, 


2 & 


Jandrenthouſand mthis wotull land, 

Hadleft no Widdowes for our deathes, 

And hou this daie had(t kept thy throne in peace, 

For what doth cheriſh weedes but gentle aire 2 

And what makes robbers bo'd bur lcnitic 7 

Bootleflc are —— curelefſe are my wor:ndes, 

No waietofhe,noſtrengthto hold our fight, 

The foe is mercile(ſe Tvilt not pirtic me, 

And at their hands / haue deſerude no pittie, 

Theaire is gotintomy bleeding wounds, 

And much efuſe of bloud doth make me fai Nt, 

Come Torbe and Richard YVarmike and the ret, 

Iftabde yourfathers , now come fplit my breft. 
Enter Edbv.rd, Richard ind Warwihe, 

| and Souldiers, 

þ Edv. Thus farre our fortunes keepes nvpward 

Courſe,and we are graft with wrcathes of victories 

Some troopes purſue the bloudie minded Queene, 

That now towards Barwihe doh p[te amaine, 

Butthinke you that Clifford is fled awaie with them? 

Wes. No,tisunpoſſible he ſhould eſcape, 

For though bis face I ſpeake the words, 

Your brother Richard mart hmm forthe graue, 

And where foere he be I warrant hmm dead. 

Clfferd grones and then dies, 


| Ed» Harke what foule is this that takes his heauy leaue? 


| Rich, A deadlie groneJike life and deaths departure. 
| Edw.Seewhoitrs, and now the battailes enced, 

| | Friend orfoe,lethim be friendlic vied. 

A 7" Wi forts Clifford, * 


' 
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Whokild ourrtender brother Rutland, 
And (tabd our princelie father Duke of Yorke. 

War From offthe gates of Torke ferch downe the 
H*2d, Your fathers hcad which Clfford placed there, 
Inſteed ofthat,let his (1pplie the roome. 

Meaſure for mcaſure mult be anſwered. 
Edvv. Bang tort tharfatal! sknchowle to 
ourhoulc, 
— to vs but bloud and death, 
Now his euill boding tongue no more (hall ſpeake, 

War, 1thinke his vadertianding is bereft, 

Say Clff.rd doolt thou know who ſpeakesto thee f 
Darke cloudic death orcſhades his beames of life, 
And henorſcesnor hcares vs what we faic, 

Rich. Oh would he did,and fo perhaps he doth, 
And tis his policie that in the time of death, ' 
He mightauoid ſuch bitter ftormes ashe 
In his houre of death did giue vnto our father. 

George, Richardi; thou thinkeſt ſo, yex him witheas 

gr words, 

Rich, Chfſord,ase mercic and obtaine no grace. 

Edv. Chifordgepent in bootlefle penitence. 

War Clifford dewilc exculcs for thy fault. 

George. Whillt we deviſe tell rortures for thy fault. 

Rich, Thoupnried(t Torkg,and Iam fonne to Yorks: 

Edv. | hou pittied(t Rurl.o:rd, and I will pittie thee. 

George. \Wheres captaine Margaret to fence you 

now? 


War. They mockethee Cliford ſweare as thou wall 
wonr, 
Rich, What not ap oth ? Nay then [know hewgng. ] 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 
Tis hard when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. 
By this I know hees dead, and by my foule, 
Would this right hand buy but an howres life, 
Thatl in all contempt might raile at him, 
Ide cutit off and with the iſſuing bloud, 
Stifle the villaine whoſe inſt :nched thirtt, 
Yorke and young Rutland could not (atisfie, 

War, I but he is dead, off with the traitors head, 
And rearcitinthe place yourfathers (tands. 
And nowto with triumphane march, 
There tobe crowned England: lawfull king, 
From thence ſhall / croſſe the ſeas tro France, 
And aske the ladic Bonafor thy Queene, 
$0 ſhalt thou finew both theſe landes togither, 
And hauing Fraxcethy friend thou not dread, 
nes ms againe, 
cannot {ting ro hurt, 
nr Ts Ae Aras Luca gyens cares, 
Firſt Ile ſee the coronation done, 
And afterward lle crofle the ſeas to France, 
Tocffc& this marriage if it pleaſe my Lord. 
yu rugnyakng, Acer mg 
But firſt before we goe, George kneele downe. 
We here create thee Duke of Clarence and girtthee with 
the ſword, 

Our younger brother Richard Duke of Gloceiter. 
Warwihe as my ſelfe ſhal do & vndoas hun pleateth beſt. 
Fich, Letme be Duke of Clarence, George of Gloſter, 

For Gloſters Dukedame is too omunoULs, 
War. Tulh thats a childiſh obſcruation, 
Richardbe Duke of Gloſter, Now to London, y 
0 
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Toſce theſe honorsin poſſeſfiion, Exeurt Ommes, 
Enter two keepers with how and arrowes. 

Keeper. Come, lets take our andsvponthis hill, 

And by andby the deere will come this waie. 

Bur ſtaie heere comes a manykers litien him a while, 


Enter k ng Henrie diſgviſde. 
Her, From Szot land am 1 ſtolne ciien of pure loue, 
And ts dilguiide to greet my natiue land, 
No, Harri: no [tis no land of thine, 
No bending knee will call thee Ceſc now, 
Nohumble futcrs ſuestothee for 
Forhowcanſt thou helpe them and not thy ſelfee 
Keeper. | marric fir, here is a deere, hisskin is a 
fee Sirra {tand cloſe,for as Tthinke, 
This is the king king Edward hath 


Tointreata marriage with the ladic Bona, 
Ifthis berrus, poore Queene and ſonne, 
Yourlabouris bur ſpent in yaine, 

For Lewis is a prince ſoone wun with words, 
And#armikeis a ſubtill Orator, 

He laughes and ſaies, his Edward isinftalde, 

She weepes,and ſaicsher Henry is d " 

He on hisright hand asking a wife for Edvard, 
She on his left fide craning aide for Henry, 
Keeper. What art thou that talkes of kings and queens? 
Hen. Morethen 1 ſeeme for leiſe 1 not be, 
A manatleaſt,and more I cannot be, 

And men mai talke of kings and why not I? 


_ 


Hen. My Queene and ſonne poore ſoules are gone to 
France and as I heare the great commanding Warwike, 


—_ 


— —_—n—_ 


Yorke, and Hepnrie the ſixt. 
Keeper. 1 but thou talkeſt asif thou wert a king thy ſelfe. 
Hen. Why ſo lam in mind though not in ſhew. 
Keeper, And ifthoube a king where is thy crowne? 
Hen. My crowne isin my hart,not on my head. 
My crowne is calde content,a crowne that 
Kings doe ſeldome times entoy. 
Keeper. And if thou be a king crownd with content, 
Your crowne content and you,mutt be content 
To go with ys yntothe officer, foras wethinke 
You are our quondam king, K. Edward hath'depoſde, 
Andtherctoce we charge you in Gods name & the kings 
To goalong with ys vraco the ofh1c ers, 
Hes, Gods name be fulfild, your kings name be 
Obaide,andbe you kings,command and Ile obay. 
Excunt Ommes. 
Enter king Edward,Clarence,zind Gloſter, Montague, 
Haſtmgr, and the Lady Gray. 
K Edv.Brothers of Clarence,and of Gloceſter, 
This ladies husband heere fir R chard Grap, 
Atthe bacraile of ſaint Albores did loſe his lite, 
His lands then were {cazed on by the c 
Her fute isnow to repoſleſle thoſe lands, 
And (thin quarrell of the houte of Torke, 
The noble gentleman didlofe his hte, 
In honor we cannot denie her {cte. 
Go, Your highnefle ſhall doe well to grantir then, 
K Edw ],fo { will,but yerIle make apaule. 
Glo. I,isthe wind in that doore ? 4 
Clarence] (ee the Lady hath tome thing tograne, 
Before the king will grant her humble jute, 
Cli. He knows the game, how well he keepes the wind. 
K Ev, 
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K Ed.Widow come forme other time to know our mind. 
La. May it pleaſe your grace / cannot brooke delaies, 
I beſcech your highneſle to diſpatch me now, 
K Ed. Lords giue vs leaue, wee meane to tric this wi- 
. doweswir. 
Cla.1,good leaue hauc you. 
Glo. For you will have leaue till youth take leaue, 
And leaue you t5 your crouch. 
K Ed, Come hither widdow,howe many children bafte 
thou? 
Cla. Ithinke he mcanesro beggea child on her, 
Glo. Nay whip me then, heelc rather giue hir two, 
La. Three molt 10US Lord. 
Glo, Youſhall have toure and you wil be rulde by him. 
Cnr c7 loole their fathers 


4 
La. Be pictifull then dread L. and it them. 
X Edv. Vletelltheehow theſe landsareto be pot. 
La. Soſhall you bind me to your highneſle ſeruice. 
K Ed Wikmice wikthou doemeFlgranzic him? 
La. Even what your highnefſe ſhall command. 
Glo. Naie then widow lie warrant you all your 
Husbands landsjf you grant to do what he 


orin good faith 
You catch aclap, 
Cla, NaieI fearc hernot vnleſle ſhe fall. 
_— for heele rake yantage 


La.W Lord,ſhall I not know my taske # 
| OOO r———— Taha 
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Yorke,and Henrie the ſixt. 
X £4. Why then thy huchandes landes / freelie giue 
thee 


La.1 take my leaue withmanie thouſand thankes. 

Cla. The matchis mad-, ſhee ſealesit with acurſie, 

K Fd Staie widdow (tate, what loue dolt thou thinke 

I fue _—_— 

La. My bumble ſervice, ſuch as ſubieRts owes and 
thela wes commands. 

K Ed, Noby my troth, I meant no ſuchloue, 

But ro tell thee the troth, | aime to lie with thee. 

La, To tell you plaine ry Lord, Thad rather lie 


in priſon. 
K Ev. Why then thou canſt not get thy husbandes 
lands. 


La. Then mine honeftic ſhall be my dower, 

For by that loſſe I will nor purchaſe them. 

K Ed Heremthou wron children mighnilie, 

La. Heerein your highnetſe wrongs both them and 
Me,butnightie Lord thizmerne inclination 
Agreesnor with the ſadnefſe ofmy ure. 

Pleaſe it your hi todiſmiſle me cither with or no. 
K Ed I jtthou ſaie [tomy requeſt, 
No,fthouſaicnotomy demand. 

La. Thennomy Lord,my ſute is at an end, 

Glo. The wi likes himnot , ſhee bends the brow, 
Cla. Why he is the blunteſt woer mn chriſtendome, 

K Ed Herlookesare all repleat with maicſtic, 

One waie or other ſhe is for a king, 

And ſhe ſhall be my loue orelſe my Queene, 

Saie that king E&vard tooke thee for his Queene, 

La. Tis better ſaid then done,ry gratious Lord, 
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Tamaſubic& firto ict withall, 

Butfarvnhit to be a Sourraigne, 

K Edm. Sweet widdow,by my ftate I ſweare , Iſpeake 

No more then what my hart intends, 

And thatis to cnioie thee for my loue. 

La. Andthatis more then] vill yeeld vnto, 

men moyant neene, 

And yet too to be your ine, 

K Ede. _—_ iddow,1I did meane ner me, 

La. - mo toath my ſonnes call 
father, 

K Edw, No more then when my daughters call thee 


Mother, Thou art 2 widow and thou haft ſome children, 


he but a bachcler 
Haue other forue. Why ts a | 
Tobethe father of manie chy ;Ppy thing 
Argue no more,for thou ſhalt be m 
Glo, The gholthe father now hath done his ſhrife, 
Cla. When he was made a ſhrivertwas for ſhift, 
K Edv.Brothers, you mule what talkethe widdow 
And [haue had,you would thinke ut ſtrange 
If / ſhould marric her. 
Cla. Marrie her my Lord to whom? 
K Edw. Why Clarence to my (elfe. 
Glo, That would be ten daics wonder atthe leaft. 
Cla. thatsa daic longerthen a wonderlaſtes, 
GHle. And fomuch more are the wonders in cxtreames 
K Edv,Welljcaſt on brothers, / cantell you, kir 
Sureis grantedfor her husbands lands. 

* Entera Meſſenger. 
«Meſ On grocc, upp runtenls - . 

aken, 


Yorke,and Henrie the ſixt. 


Taken,and brought as priſoner to your pallace gates, 

K Edw. Awaie with him and fend himeo the 1ower, 

Andletvs _—_— with the man abour 

His appre = 10n.LorGs along, and vic this 

Ladix honorablie, Exennt Onmmes, 
Manat Gloſter and lpcakes, 

Gloſt.I, Edvard will vie women honourablic, 

Would he were walted marrow,bones and all, 

That from his loines no ill.e might ſuceced 

To hinder me from the goldenume /looke for, 

For / amnotyctlookt oninthe world, 

Fultis there Edard,Clarence, and Henry 

And his ſonne, and all they looktfor iflue 

Of their loines cre /can plant my ſelfe, 

Acold premeditation for my purpoſe, 

What other pleaſure is there in the world beſidep 

I'will go clad my bode in gaie ornaments, 

And lull my {elite withia a ladies lap, 

And witch ſweet Ladies with my words and lookes, 

Oh mouſtrous man,to harbour luch a thought” 

Why loue did ſcorne me m my mothers wombe, 

And for / ſhould not deale in hir aftaizes, 

Shee did corrupt fraile nature inthe fleſh, 

And plaſte an enuious mountaine on my backe, 

Where fits deform ty to mocke my bodie, 

Todrie mine arme vp like a withercd ſhrimpe, 

To make my legges of an vnequall lize, 

And am /then amantobebelou'd ? 

Eaſier for me to compaſle twentie crownes, 

Tut /can ſmile, and murder when / ſmile, 

J ctie comtent,tothatthat greeues me molt, 
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Tcanadde colourstothe Camelion, 

Andfora need change ſhapes with Protbexs, 

And ſetthe aſpiring Cara/m to ſchoole, 

Can / doethis,arid cannot get the crowne ? 

Tuſh were itten times higher, /le pullit downe. Ex, 
Enter king Lew:s and the ladic Bos, and Oweene 

Margeret, Prince Edward, und O 
and others. 


France, 

I fits not Lewis to fit while thou doſtfitand, 

Sit by my fide, and here /vowto thee, 

_—_———__— right, 

And beat proud Edward trom his vſurped ſeat, 

f.rd place king Hemry in his former rule. 

£ weewn, / thanke your maieſtie, 

And pray the God of heaven toblefle thy tate, 

Great king of Frexce,that thus regards our wrong, 
Enter —_ 

Lew. How now, who is this? 

Queen. Our Earle of Warwike Edwardes chieſeſt friend, 

Lew, Welcome braue Warmky , what brings thee to 

France? 

War, From worthy Edward king of £ng land 

My Lord kat and dy vowed fiend, 

1 come inkindnes and vrfained loue, 

Firtt ro do greetingsto thy royall perſon, 


— 


And rhento craue alcague of amitie, "I 


And la({tlie roconfirme that amitie 

With nuptall knot if thou youchſafe to grant 

Tha yerrvousladic Borathy fare fifter, p 
0 


f, 


_ Why Warmbe,canſt thou den; c thy king, 


Yorke and Henrie the ix. 

ToEnglands king in lawfull marri 
Queen. And ifthis go forward all our hope is done. 
War. And gratious Madam,in our kings behalfe, 
lam commanded with your loue and tauour, 
Humblie to kiſſe your hand and with my congue, 
Totell the paſſions of my ſoucraines hart, 
Where fame late entring at his heedtull cares, 
Hath plaſt thy gloricus wage and thy vertues. 
Ran King Love and Lady Bonabeeme ſpeake, 

youaniwere Warwiky or his words, 
For hee it is hath done vs all theſe wrongs. 
We. Iniurious CAſearg aver. 
Prince Ed. And why not Queene ? 
War. Becauſe thy Henry did vſurpe, 
And thouno more art Prince then ſhee 15 Queene, 
Ox. Then /YVermikg diſanuls great /oba of Gann, 
That did ſubdue the mc; of Spaine, 
And after [ohm of Gaunt wile Henry the fourth, 
Whoſe wiſedome was a mirrourto the world, 
And after this wiſe prince Henry the hift, 
Who with his proweſle c all France, 
From theſe our Hewries lincalbe diſcent, 
War. C—_ haps hatin this ſmooth diſcourſe 
Youtold not how Hewry the (xt had lolt 
All that Henry the fatt had 


\ Me thunkes theſe peeres of Fraxce ſhould {tile at that, 


But for the reſt you tell a pertigree 
Ote_s cares a (illictime, 


To benattatrabinghmaanh. 
cranes." ny ghtyceres, 


And 
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And bewray thy treaſons with a bluth ? Bong 
War. Can Oxfordchac did cer fence the right, | Butc 
Now bucklertalſhood with 2 petrigree 2 Haut 
For ſhanuc leave Henry and call £4rard king, Mad 
Oxf. Call him my king by « hom mine elder Lew. 
Brother the Lord Awbray Vere veas done to death, Wit 
Anc more than ſo,my father even in the Prin 
Downefall ofhis mellowed yeares, [Ws 
When age did call himto the dore of Gear! ? Whe 
No##armikgno, whillt life ds this ame, And 
This arme vpholds the houſe of Lawcaſter, | You! 
War. And1 the houſe of Torke, | And 
K Leves. Queene Margarer, prince Edxrord and 

Oxferd,vo:chlafe to ftorbeare a while, | Low. 
Till Idoe talke a word with #arwbe. | Poft 
Now Wwe even vpon thy honor tell me true; Sent 
[s Edwardlawhill king orno ? This 


ForlI were loath tolinke with him,that isnor la's ful har, | And 
Way, Thereon / pawne mine honour and ny credit, Oxf 


Lew, What is he gratious in the peoples cies 7 Smil 
War. Themore.that Henry is votortunate, P.E, 
Lew. What is his louc to our fifter Bowe? Lew 
War. Such it ſcemes | Que 
As maie beſceme a monarke like himſelfe, | War 
My felfe haue often heard him (ac and weare, Les, 
That this his loue was an etermall plant, And 
The root whereof was fixtin vertues ground, | Hov 
The leaues and fruice maintainde with beauti.sfun, | One 
Excmptfrom enie,but not from dfdaine, War 
Vnlcfle the ladie Bon: que his paine, And 
Lew. Then ſiſter let ys he are your ficrac refolue. ; Jha 


Torke and Herrie the ſixt. 


Bona. Your grantor your cenia! ſhall be mine, 
Butcre this daie / mult confefle, when 1 

Haue heard your kings deſerts recounted, 
Mine eares haue tempted iudgement to defire, 
Lew. Then draw neere Queene Aſargaret and bea 
Wineſle, thac Bona (hall be wite tothe Eng'ulh kings 
Prince Ev. To Edward but not the Engl KINg. 
War. Henry now lies in Scotland at his caſe, 
Where hauing nothing.nothing can he loſe, 
And as for you your ſeite our quondwm Querne, 
You haue afather able romametaine your ilate, 
And better twere totroublc him then France, 

Sound for a polt within, 

| Low. Here comes ſome pott #/,ammke to thee or vs, 
Peſt. My Lord ambaſſador us letter is for you, 
Sent from your brother Marquis Afortag ue, 
This from our king vo your Maicflic, 
FE. | Andtheſe to you Madam from whom I know nor, 
Oxf. I like it wellthat our faire Quecne and muſtreiſe, 
Smiles at her newes when FYarwtke {ters 25 his, 
P.Ed. And marke how Lowes Hlampsas ke were nettled, 
Lew, Now CAlargaret & 1armkg,vhat ae your news? 
Queen, Nine ſuch as fils my hart full of 1oie, 
War. Mine full offorrow and harrs diſcontent. 
Les, What hath your king married the Ladie Gray, 
And now to exculc himſc!te ſends vs a polt of papers? 
| Howdarcs he preſumeto vſc vs thus? 
| Quee. This proveth Edwards loue , & Warmth; horelty, 
| War. King Lewis, Ihere protelt in ſight ofheauen, 

And by the hope / haue of heauenlie bliſle, 
| That] ancleare from this mildeed of £dxard;, 
4 | 5 = OY No 
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Nomore my king,for h- di'! ononrs me, 
And moſt himſelfe ihe could fee his ſhame, 
Did I forgetthat by the h-uuſe of Yorke, 
My fathe rcame vnrimehie to his death x 
Did Tet paſſe the abute done to my necce? 
Did Timpale him with the r-gall Crowne, 
Andthrult king Henry trom [1:3 native home, 
And moſt vnpratctull doth he vie me this ? 
My gratious Qwcere pordon what is paſt, 
17d meer ter = true rake, 
I will revenge the wrongs d4cneto lacke Bona, 
And replant Heryy in his former (tate, 
Queen, Yes Warwthe | doe quite forgetthy former 
Faules if nowthou wilt become king Henries friend. 
Wear. Somnch his friend, I lis vnfained friend, 
That if king Lewes vouchſafe to firmiſh vs 
With ſome few bands of choſen fouldiers, 
Ilevndertake to land them cn our coaſt, 
And force the Tyrant trom his ſeate by warre, 
Tisnot his new mad: bride (hall ſuccour hm, 
Lew.Then atthe laſt I firrmelic amreſok/'d, 
You ſhall have aide : and Frgliſh meſſenger renme 
In polt,andrtel! falle E&r-rdthy ſuppoſed king, 
That Lewis of France is ſend Ng OUET Maskers 
Torevell it with him and his new bride, 
Bona Tell himin hope hecle be a widower ſhortlie, 
Ile weare the willow garland for his fake. 
Queen, Tellhim my mourning weeds be laide aſide, 
And Tamreadieto put armour on. 
IWar, Tell him from me that he hath done me w 
And therefore Ile yncrowne him er be lng, 


Yorke,and Henrie the ſixt: 
Thears thy r: ward, begone, 
Lev, tut now tell me army , what aſſurance 
Iſhallhaue of thyrrue loyalnic ? 
War. This 1hall are my cooltant loyaltic, 
Ifthatour Q,eene and this yourg prince agree, 
lieioine mine eLleft daughter and my wie 
To him forthwith in holie wecoc kes bandes. 
Queen. W ithall my hart, th it match / like full wel, 
Loue her ſonne Edward, ſhee is tate and yorg, 
And giue thy hand to1#/armiee tr thy loue, 
Les. Itis evough,and now we will prepare, 
Tolcuir ſor l.lxersfor to go with you. 
And you Lord Bowrbon our high Acmiral}, 
Shall wafc thegn fafclie rothe kngih coalt, 
And chaſe proud Edrard from his .umbringerance, 
Form=cking marriage with the name of France, 
Wer, [ camctrom Edvardas [mba(ladour 
ButI returne his { xorne and monallfoe: 
Martcr of marriage was the charge he me, 
Bur dreadtull warre ſhall anfaerc his id. 
Had hc none «Ife to make 2 (tale bue me? 
Then none bur I ſhall turne his icft to ſorrow. 
I was the chi-te that raiſde tm tothe crowne, 
And [le be chiefe to bring him downe agaiue, 
Not that I pittie Hewries milcrie, 
But ſeeke revenge on Edwards mockerie. Exits 
 Enterking Edwardgthe Qugrne and Clarence, and 
Glofter and Montague and Haſtings, and 
Pentrooke,with ſouldicrs, 
Eds, Broxhers of Clarmce and of Gloceſter, 
 Wharthinke youot our martiage with the ladit Gray? 
ay D 3. Clu 
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Cla. My Lord , we thinke a5 1/9w ke and Levver 
That arc fofhcke in iudgrment,that theile take 
Nooftence at this ſuddune marriage, 
Edw, Suppoſe they doe , they are bt Lever and 
Warwwikg and Tam your kmg and War worker, 
And willbe obaicd. 

Glo. And ſhall, becauſe our king but yet ſuch 
Sudden marriages feldom* proveth well. 
E dw, Yeabrother Richard are you againſt vs too? 
Glo, Not / my Lord,no,God ferefend that I ſhould 
Once gaine ſac your highneſle pleaſure, (ther, 
I. &twere a pittic to ſunder them that yoake ſo wel rogi» 
Eqw.Setang, your kornes and your diſlikes aſide, 
Shew me {one rcafons why the Ladie Gray, 
Maierietbe my loue and Englands Qacene? 
Speake freehie Clarence , Clofter, 
Aﬀontague and Haſtorvy, 
Cla.My Lord thenthis iswy opinion, 
That 1/arwikhe beeing dithonored in his embaſiage, 
Dath {cee.evevenge to quite his injuries, 
Glo. And Levver in regard of his ifterg wrongs, 
Doth ioine with 9/0eto f prlant your ſtate. 
Edw.Suppote that Lewrs and 1Warmie be appeal, 
By ſuch mcanes as] cm beſt deviſe. 
eAont. But yet ro hane ind with France in th415 
Allance,vould more hauc (trengrhened this our 
Commonwealth, cauitt forratie (tormes, 
Then anic h« me bred wmnartiave, 
Haft. Lot England be wie within it felfe, 
We need not France mr any alliance with thern. 
Ca, Fotthis de ſpeech the Lord Halargs wel — 
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Torke,and Henvie the ſixt. 


Tohaue the dauglterand heire ofthe Lord Furgerford. 

Eds. And whatthen:It was our will x {ould be fo? 

Cla 1 andtor ſuch athing too the Loed Scales 

Did welldeſerue ac your hands,to haue the 

Daughter ofthe Lord Bonfield andleft your 

Brochersto go ſceke cllewhere but in 

Your madnes,you burie br thcrhood. 

Edv Alaſie poore Clarence , is itior a wie, 

That thow art mal-content, 

Why man be of good cheere,I will prowte thee one. 

C/x. Niie you the broker ſo ill for your ielte, 

That you thall gue nic leaue tromake my 

Choileaslehinke ,\nd to tharinten, 

J ſhortlie meanctoleauice yuu. 

Edv, Leate me or earne | am full refolu'd, 

Ednard will not be ned to bis brothers wils. 

Qneen. My Lords doe m: butrightand you mult 

Candefle, before it plea(d his tughneflc to aduance 

My ſtate totidle of a Q1:1cene, 

That I wa$not ignuble in my birth, 

Eds. Forbeare my loue tot wne vpon their frownes, 

For theerbey mat obay ra thall obaic, 

Andifthey looke for fruour atmy hands. (France, 

Mont My Lord,heerc is the metlenger rerun from 
Enter a Mct-noc, 

Fade, Now fra, What letters or what newes 7, -+ 

CA. No letters my Lordand ſuch QEACS a5 witho:s 


your highneſle fpeciallparon I date not relate. 


Edv. We pardon thee, aud as neere asthou cant - 
Tell me, What ſaid Lemis co our letters? 


CMeſ. At my depairuse theſe were his yerie words, 
[4 D 4 Go 


Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 
Gotell falſe Edrardthy ſippoſed ki 
uy —minty-433 ere, IN 
To reuill it with him and hisnew bride. 
Edw. Is Lewis fobrane,behke he thinkes me Hewry . 
But what ſaid Lady Bona tocthele wrongs ? 
Aﬀeſ. Telhim quoh the, in hope heele prove a widdows 
er(hortly,/le wrarc the willow garland for his ſake, 
Edw. She had the wiong yncicedfhe could faic 
Littlelefle. But what aide Henrees Queene, for as 
lheare,ſhe wasthenmn place ? 
CMeſ. Tlhim quot ſhee my mourning weeds be + 
Doone,and I am readie to pur arinour on, 
Edv. Then belike ſhe meanes co plaicethe Amazon, 
But what ſaid Warzke to tha iniwunes? 
Meſ. He more incented thentlic refit my Lord, 
Tell himquoth be,thac he hat. done me wrong, - -- - 
And thetefore Ile vncrowne him ert be-loog. 
Ed Ha,Darlttherrayir breath ourkach proudewarde) | 
ButI willarme me to preucnethe world, rfivM 
But what is #@rwke triendes with CAMarg aver? * | Bu 
Afeſt I my good Lord theare 1o!m\rim triendſhip, + | Sp 

Prince Ed»ard marries Warmihes Exuphter, Cl 


Cla. Theclder,belike Clarence ſhall have the | wn, 
Yonger, All youthatloue mc and #/armbe wth. | £ 
Follo vme, Eu Clarence and Sanamer ſet. Wl 
Edv, Clarence and Summer ſet fled toWarmhe. - Bo _ 
What ſaieyoubrother K:chom, will you (tand to vs? | E 
Glo. [ my Lord.indefpight of all that ſhall LR 
Withſtand you For why hath Nature 'B 
Made me halt downc right, burthac 1 A 
Saould be yaliam and ſtand toit, for if | T 


*N 


—— 
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f would, / cannot runne aware, 
Edv. Penbrooks,go raiſe an armie preſentlie, 
Picch vp mytent, for inthe field this night 
Imeane to reſt, and on the imorrow morne, 
llemarchto meet proud Wamwikeere he land 
Thoſe (iragling troopes which he hath got in France, 
But cre I goe Montague and Haſtings, 
you ofall the reſt are neercſt albed 
In bloud to/Yerwhkecherefore tell me gf 
you favour him more then me or not : 
Speake truche,for I hadracher hauc you open 
Enemies, then hollow tnends. 2H 
Monta, So God Alomtag ne 25 he proucs true. 
Haſt. And — tran inbende 
Ev. It ſhall fuffice,come then lets march awaie. 
Exe Onemes, 
Enter Warwike and Oxford, wnh (ouldicrs, 
War. Truſt me my Lordsall titherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers ſwarme to vs, 


— 


But ſce where $ and Clarence comes, 


| Speake ſuddenlie my Lords,are we all frieads ? 


Cla, Feare notthat my Locd, 


| Wer. Then gentle Clarence welcome vinto Warmikg. 


And welcome Summer ſet,] hold it cowardile, 


' Torc{t miſtruftfull where anoble hart, 


Hath pawnde an open hand in figne of loue 


| Elſe might I hinke that Clarence Edwerds brother, 
| Were butafained friend toour proceedings, 
| Butwclcome ſweet Clarence my daughter ſhalbethine, 


And now whatreſts but in nights couerture, 
Thy brother being carcleſlie cacampr, Re 
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His ſouldiers lurking in the towne abour, 

And butattendedby a {:mple garde, 

We maie ſurpriſe and take him atour pleaſure, 
Our skours have found the aduenture vene ealie, 
Thencric king Horry with refolued nandes, 
And breake wepreſentlic into his tent, 
Cle. Why then lets on our ware in flent fort, 
For Warmke and his faends God and faint George, 
Way. Thisis his texz,and {ee where his guard dot 
Srand, Courage my ſquldiers, now or never, 

But follow me now, and Edward (hall be ours. 


All, A Warwihe, 2 Warwike. 
 Alarmes,and {offer and Haſtings fhes. - 
Oxf Who goesthere 2 (Dake, 


War. Richardand Haſtings: letthem go, heereis the 
Ede. The Duke, why Warwks when we parted 
Laſt,thoucaldſime king? 
—_—— waltred now. 
When | mein my <1 : 
Then Pail you from ar 
NOW 2171 COME tO Create rooDhboofYey, 
Alafſe how ſhould you gourrne anic kingdome, 
Thatknowesnothow to vic embaſſadors, 
Nor low to vie your brothers brotherhie, 
Nor how toſhrowd your ſelte from cnunics, 
Edv, Well Warwke ker fortune doc her worlt, 
Edvard nmind wil beare himſche a king, 
War. Thenfor bus inde be EdrardEnglands king, 
But Herry now ſhall weare the Engliſh crowne., 
Goconuaie him coourbrother archbiſhop of Yorke, 


And when 1hauc fought 11th Pentreoks & lis followers, | 


: 
: 
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| 
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Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt. 


ſle come and tell thee what the ladie Bona ſaies, 
And ſofor a while farewell good Duke of Torks, 
Exexn forme with Edward. 
Cla, What followes now. all ithentoo goes well, 
Bur we muſt diſpatch ſome letters to France, 
Totell the Qwrene of our happy fortune, 
| Andbid hir come with ſpeed to joine with ys. 
War. [thatsthe firſt thing that we hanie todoe, 
And free king Henry from unprifonment, 
And ſet Saced in his regall throne, 
Come let vs haſte av-aie,and hauing paſt theſe cares, 
Ilepoſtto Yorks and ſeehow Edvardfares. 
Exenrt Onmes. 
. Emer Gloſter Haſlings,avd fr IV Villion Stanly. 
Glo, Lord Haſtings and br VI" {lum Stanly, 
Know thatthe cauſc /ſentfor you is this, 
[looke mybrother with a ſlender trane, 
Should comes hunting inthisforreſt here, 
| The Biſhop of Yorks befriends him much, 
Anders hum vi his pleaſare in) the chaſe, 


Now I haue priuike ſeit him word, 

Hor Tam come with you to reſcue |1irm, 

And ſee where the huntſman and he doth come. 
Enter Edradanda Huntfiman, 

Hum This waic my Lordthe deetes gotie, 

Ew. Nothis waie huntfman, fee where the 

Keepers ftand.Now brother and the reſt, 

What, are you prouided to depart r 

Glo, [,] the horſe ſtands atthe parke corner, 

Comie,to Linne and ſorake ſhipping into Flanders; 

Edw. Come then:Haſtimgs and Stariie, [ will 
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Requite your loues. Biſhop farewell, 
Shecldee ron rm "ne, 
And I mac repoſleſiethe crowne. 
Nanen what will you doe? 
Hunſ Manic my Lord,l tinke / had as good 
Goe with you,as tarric heere to be hangde. 
Edvy,Come then lets awaxe with peed. 
Excum Onmes, 
Enter the Qweene and the Lord Rixers, 
Riners. Tcl me good inaddam, why is your grace 
Coen Why brother Rinysþ 
Why Riaers heareyou not the new 
Oftkar facet king Edwardhad -— 'S 
Rix. — > ur ng 
Tuſh,feare not faire yalarang%r yea ae 
King Edxards OD IS diſplay 
| c gre 
Queen. Ifchat weze all ;ny griefes were at an cud 2 
Bur greater troubles wall I tearo befall, 
Rix. What, is he taken priſoucs, x4 1moqy 


Tothe dry 
ns ween. 1, —__ rH RE 
7 — mori priloncr vneo Yorke, 


= — — Ting Grange. Inwlt confeſſe: 
your lelfe,tor Edvardhath mage friends , 

— tame mult perceive, 

That ſome will ſet him in his throne againe, 

Que een. God grant they maie, bur gendle brother come, 
let me leane vypon thine arme a while, 

Vaull I come vneo the ſandtuanee, 

There to preſcrue the frulc witun my wombe, 


* 
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| K. Edvard: ſeed true heireto Englands crowne. Exit, 


Enter Edward and Richard and Haſtings with a 
troope of Hollanders, 
Edv. Thus far from Belge baue we pat the ſeas, 
And marcht from Kawnfpur bauen vito Yorke : 
Bur ſoftthe gates are ſhur,/ like net this. 
Rich. Sound vp the drum an.l call them to the wals, 
Enter the Lord Maire of Torkeyponthe wals, 
Mar. My Lords we had notice of your comming, 
And thats the cauſe we ſtand ypon our garde, 
An ſhutthe gatesfor to preſcrue the towne, 
Hem now wking,and we ——— 
Edv.W Lord Maire, it Henry | 
EedTamiar atleaſt, isDuke of —_ 'M 
Marr.Truth my Lord we know you fornoleſle, 
Eq I craue nothing but my D , 
Rich Bur when the Fox hath gotten in his head, 
Heele quicklic make the bo-1e follow after, 
Haſ#.\\ Lord Mare,whatftand you poines? 
Opcn nnd Hemries A 
Afr. Saic you lo,then [le open them preſentlie, 
Exn Maire. 
Ri. By my faith, a wiſe ſtout captain & ſoone perſwaded, 
1he Maire opens the dore,and b: ings the 
keies in hus hand. 
Eav. Somy Lord Maire, theſe gates muſt not be (ur, 
Burt inthe time of warre,giue me the keics ; 
What ffeare not man for Edrard will defend 
the towne and you, deſpight of all your toes. 
Enter fir /obn Mennigonamery with 
drumme and fouldiers. 
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Hownow Richard, who is this ? 
Rich. Brocher,this is fix /ohu Aownrg omamery, 
A truſtic fiend vnlefle / be dece ude, 
Edw. Welcome fit lohn- Wherfore come you in armes? 
Sw l[obn. To king Edre&rd in this emac of ftormes, 
Aseuene _ ought to doe, 
Eds, Aſountgommery 
mine my Dukedora, © 
Vniliepleaſe Godto ſend the reft, 
Si [obn, Thenfare you wel:Drum ſtrike vp and let ys 
PT toſerue a king and not a Duke, 
Edv, Nayftaie fr lohn, and let ys firſt debate, 
With what ſecurity we maie doe this thing, 
Sir Tobn. What ſtand you on debating to be briefe, 
Fxcepeyou preſcnly proclaime your ſelte cur king, 
Ile hence againe,and keepe them backe that come to 
Succouryou,why ſhould we fight when 
Youprerend no title? , 
Rich. Fie brother, fie, ſtand you ypon tearmes? 
Relolue your ſelfe,and let vs claime the crowne. 
F&#.amrelolude once more to claime the crowne, 
And winittoo,orclſe to looſe my life. 
Sir lohn. Inow my ſoucraigne ſpeaketh like hinaſclte, 
Andnow will Ibc E&rards on, 
Sound Trumpets, for Edvard (hall be proclaimd. 
Edvard thefourth by the grace of God,king of England 
and France,and Lord of 'reland,and whotocuer _ 
faies king Edrard: right: by this / challenge hum to 
All. Longlue Edward the fourth, 
Edy, Wethanke you all, Lord Maire leade on the waie, 
For 
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For this night wecle har bour herein Yorks, 

And then 2s eatlic as the mourning ſunne, 

Lites yp his beames aboue this horiſon 

Weele march to London, to meete with VT/arwrike ; 
And pull talſe Hem fromthe Regall throne, 


Exennt Onmes. 


Enter V/Varwibe and Clarence, wuhthe Crowne,and 
then king Heary and Oxford, and Summer ſit, 
and the yong Earle of K«chwond. 


Thus from the priſon tothis princche ſear, 
Bro s great mercies am / brought 
Againe,C/@renceand /; Fare ens > 
Keepe the towne, uerne and prueRt 
My realme in peace (ror ogg the 
Reinnant of my daies,to finnesrebuke 
And my Creators praiſe, 
V Var. What — — 
Cla. C_ 2rees tO —— 
Kmg. My 05 7 —Wndmar” 
Bote isthat you emer care of 
Szm. And it pleale your grace,itis youg Hey, 
Exe of Richwond, | oy a3 
King, Henry of Rick mond,Come hither pretic Ladde, 
Ifheaueyhe 0% oa aright 
To my diumning t) ts thou p:ctuc 
$!.2le pra ha Counciesblilſe, " 
Thy head is ade to weatre a princelie crow 
Thy lookes are all repleat with Mazeflie, 
Make much othim my Loids, 


"ih 
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Forthis is he ſhall heIpe youmore, 
Then you are hurt by me. 

Enter one with a letter to arwehe. 
Way, What Connell Lords, Efrard from Belgia, 
With haſtie Germaincs and blunt Hollander:, 

Is paſtin ſafetie throughthe narrow ſeas, (London, 
And with his troopes doe march amaine towardes 
And manie giddic people follow him, 

Oxf. Tis bettto looke to this betimes, 

Forif this fie doe kindle ay further, 
{ewillbe hard forvs to quench it out, 

War.In Warwke (hire [haue true harted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in warre, 

Them will / muſter vp, and thou ſonne Clarence ſhak 
In eſo cod in Kent, 

Stir vpthe kni gentlemen to come with thee, 
And thou brother CAſfontag ue, in Lixfter ſhire, 
Buckingham and Nort oz ſhire ſhale finde, 
Menwell inclinde to doe what thou commands, 
Andthoubrauc Oxford wondrous well belou'd, 
Shalt inthy countries muſter vp thy friends. 

My foueraigne with his louing Citizens, 

Stallreſt in London till we cometo him, 

Faire Lords take leaue and ſtand not to replie, 
Farewell my ſoueraigne. 

King. Farewelmy Heitor, my Troyes true hope, 
War. Farewell ſweet Lords,lets meet at Couentrie. 
AU Agreed, Exennt Ommes, 

Enter Edward and his traine, 
Eds Seaſon the ſhametatt Henry, 
Andonce againe conic him w the Tower, 

; Awaic 


Yorke and Henrie the [ixt. 
Awaie with him,] will not heare him ſpeake, 
And now towards Coucntric let ys bend our courſe 
Tomecet with /Yarwhs and his confederates, 
Exemnt Ommes, 
Enter Warmike on the walles. 
War. Where is the poſt that caine from valiant Oxford? 
How farre hence isthy Lord my honeli fellow? 
| Oxf poſt. By this at Darwrrie marching hutherward, 
War. Where is out brother Aſontagwe? 
Where isthe polt that came trom © Montag we ? 
Poſt. Tleft hun at Donſmore with his troopes. 


\War. Say - 1745 we where is my |puing ſon 7 
And by thy geſle, how farte is Clarence hence ? 
Sommer, At Southbam my Lord I Ictt him with 
Hi force,and doeexpect himrwo houres hence, 
War. Then Oxford is at hand, Iheare his drum, 

* Enter Earedaid his power. 
Glo. See brother,where the ſurly #/awikermans the wal. 
War. O vnbid ſpight, is ſporfull Edward come! 
Where ſlept our ſcouts or how are they (eduſie, 
That we could hauc nonewes of their repaire? 
Edv. Now#/armrky wilt thou be forrie for thy faults, 
And call Ednerd king and he will pardon thee. 

| War. Naie rather wilt thou dra:y thy torces backe? 

| En ap puld thee dowae ? 

| Warrnks and bepenitent, 

And thou hal illremaie he Duke of Yorks, 

Glo. I had thought at leaſt hewould haue faid the king, 

Ordid he make the ieſt againſt his will 

War, Twas IF arwike gave the kingdome tothy brother, 

eG a. gr, 


War, 
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#%ar. 1butthou artno Arlasfor ſogreata waight, 


And weakling wie takes his againe, 
ora g, Warwhe bis lubieRt - 
.Iprethe gallant #F7ovcberell me 
—— 7 Crvareis head is _ 
lo. Alaſſe that Warwike had no more foreſight, 
whilſt he ſougheto itcale the ſingleten, 
The king was finche tingerd from the decke ? 
Youlef:poore Hemry in the Biſhops pallace, 
Andrtento one youle mcet him in the Tower, 
Eds, EOS and yer you are olde Warwiky lil, 
War. O cheerctull colours,ſce where Oxford comes. 
Enter Oxford with drum and ſouldyers & al crie, 
Oxf. Oxford,Oxtord,for L.ovcaſter, Exe, 
Eds, The Gates arc they enter 
Lets follow them and bid them bartaile +— Wks 
Gl. No,ſo ſome other might ſex vpon our backes, 
Wed fiaie till allbe entered,and follow them. 
Enter Smmoner ſet with drum and ſouldiers. 
Sum. Summer ſet Summerſet for Lancaſter, Ext 
Gl. Twoofthy name both Dukes of Surmerſer, Cs, 
Haue folde their lives vnto the houſe of Yorke, War. 
Andthou ſhalt be the third and my ſword hold. Eds. 
Enter © Montague with drum and fouldiers. Ther 
Mont. Montague, ont a Er#, Stone 
Edv. ——_ Montague thouand thy brother _ 
Shall deerelie abic this ellious ad. 
Enter Clarence with drum and ſouldiers, w 
War Andloe where George of Clarence { 


a powerenough to bid tus brother barrell. 
Clarence,jor Lancaſter, " 


Torke and Aenrie the [ixt. 


Me, Ertu Brute wil: thou tab Ceſartoof / 
parhe firr2toGeorge of Clarence. | 
Sounda Parle,and Ricbardand Clarence al {pers toe 
ther.and then Clarence takcs his red Rote our cf his l 
and throwesit at WWarrke, 
&,C-m Cl:rence comehou wiltit /Farnih- call, 
Father of Weawike,) now you what this means? 
throw m:nc infamuc at thee, 
Iwill not ruinate my fathers houſe, 
'ho gave his bloud tolimerhe ſtones togither, 
| ſer vp Lencafter, Thinkelt thou 
k TThatCloenceistoharth vonarrrall, 
* ſTolithisſwordagainſt his broth:es life, 
: id fo proud harted W/arwihe | dehie thee, 
ad to my brothers turnc my bluſhing cheekes? 
don mc Edr.xd,for [have done amitle, 
id Rickard doe not frowneypon me, 
xhenceforth I will prove nomore vnconſtane. 
Eds, Welcome Clarence,andtentimes more welconp, 
if thou never had(t deſcrud our hate, 
. Welcome good Clorence this is bretherlie, 
#&.Oh paſſing traytor,periurd and vniult, 
Edv. Now Warwike,wilcthouleac 
Thetow.c and fight? or ſhall we beatethe 
rl, ones 1bour thinceares?r 
#a.\Why [amnotcoopt vppe heere for defence, 
will awaie to Barnct prelcnc!y, 
bid thee bartaile Edward i: thou derelt. 
. Yes Warmke he dares,ond leades the waie, 
to the ficld,faint George and viRtorie, 
Exennt Omeres, 


bes, E 2, Alarmes, 


. 


rs, 
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Alarmes,and ten emer Warmke wounded, 
War, Ah,whois nic:Come to mcfncndor toe, 
And tell ime who is victor Y orbe on Warwike ? 
Why aske Ithat?my ma-gl-d bodic ſhewes, 
That Imull ycel.' ny bodietotheeartly, 
And by myf-ll the conquettto my foes, 
Thus yeelds tlic Cedar to the axc>edye, 
Whole armes gue ſhc]ter to the princelic Eag)», 
Vader whoſe it-adc the ramp ng i.ionſiepr, 
Whole rop branch oucrpeerd /oues{/ reading tree. 
The wrinkles in my bro:vcs now hild with bloud, 
; | Werelik-ned oft to \.nghe ſepulchers. 
For who lid king, but / could Gig his grave # 
And who durlt ſmile, when Warwihe bent his brow? 
Lonow my glor'e imeerd indult and bloud, 
My parkes my walkes,mymannorsthat / had, 
Euvennowforſake me and of alliny lands, 
Is nothing left me but my bores length, 
Enter Oxf-rd and Summer (t. 
Oxf. Ah Warmwike  rrcks cheere vp thy lelſe and lue, 
Forxy«tthears hope enough to win the date. 
Our warlizc Q«cene with troop*s is come from Fraxt, 


And at Sourh-h pron landed all hit eraine, 

And mightftchou !.ue then would we neuer flie. 
War. Wie thin 1 011d not flie.nor have I now, 
But Heoeales hinmſclfe mult yeeld wo ods, 

For man'e wounds recceiu'd,and manic moe repaid, 
Hathrobd my firong knit (news of their firengrh, 
And ſpite of (pres necdes mult | yeeld rodeath. 
Som. Thy brocher 11.»tagne both breathd his laſt, 


And atthe pargs of dcath I heard huncric bo 


| 


Terke,ard Henrie the /7xr. 


And (1e,commend meto my valiant brother, 
And more he would haue ſpoke and morc he ſaid, 
Which founded like a clamor in a vaiilt, 
That could nor bc dil ting) aſhe tor the ſou id, 
And ſo the valiant CAHomugae gave vp the gholt. 
Wo. What is pope gule, raigiue but earth and dult? 
And live we ho.v we can, y<re we mult, 

weet reſt his ſoule, fe Lords and { ar your (clues, 
For #"arwikhe bids you all farewell ro meer in Heaucn 

He dies, 

Orf Come noble Swarwmerſerletstake ourhorie, 
And cauſe rerrait be ſounded through tlie campe, 
That all our friends thar ycr remaine aliue, 
Mic be awarr'd and (aue them: lues by flight. 

That done , wrth them weele polt vmtothe Queens, 
And once more4ric our fortune in the ficld Ex ambo. 
Enter Edzard C/aerceyC lofter,wwah ſouldicrs, 

Eds, Thus ſtill our forume g11es vs victorie, 
And gimts our temples with er:umphant 1ones 


4" 


Ie, | Thc bigboond traytor #/armhe hath breathele his Laſt, 


An heauen this date hath ſmilde V} Ot v all, 
Bu in thus cleere and brightfome (awe, 
[{cea blacke ſuſpitious cloud appeare 


| That will encounter with our glorious funne 


| 


" 


Bet re he gaine his exlctull wi (lterne beanes, 
Imeanthoſe powers which the Qreen hat!1 got in Frace 
Arelanded,and meane once more to menace vs. 
Glo. Oxfordand Summer ſet arc fled to hir, 
And t's likelie if ſhe haue tine to breath, 
H-r faction will be full as ſtrong as ours. 
Ear, We ate aduertide by our louing frietds, 
E 3. That 


The Tragedie of Richard D.of 


That they doc ho!d their courſe towards Tewxbwris, 

Thithewill we for willingnes rids waie, 

Andincuerie countic as we paſle along, 

Ox {trengrhes ſhall be augmented, 

Comelets goe,tor if we ſlacke this faire 

Br gh Sununers dais, (harpe winters 

Showers w:!l marre ourhope for haie, Fx. Onmes, 
Emesthe none, Prmee Edvard Oxford and Sum- 

mer {ct viii drum and fouldiers. 

Ones. Welcome to Erg/ard,my louing friends of. Fract, 

Au lwelcome Summer {et and O LOO, +» 

Oace mare haue we ſpread our lailes 

A.zd tnough our tackling be almoſt conſurnde, 

And Warrke as our maine matt overthrowne, 

Yer warlike Lorcs raiſe you that ſturdie polt, 

That bearesthe ſules to bring vs vato reſt, 

And Nedand / as wil'ing Plots ſhould 

For unce with carefull mindes guide on the ſterne, 

Tobeare v> through that dangerous gulte 

That beretofore hath ſwallowed vp our friends. 

Price, And it there be, ws God forbid there ſhould, 

Amongſt vs atimorous or fearcfull man, 

Lethim depart b-fore the bartels ioine, 

Leaſt hein time of need intiſe another, 

And fo withdraw the ſouldiers harts from vs. 

I will not ſtand aloofe and bid you hight, 

Bar with my ſword preſſe inthe thickelt thronges, 

And ſingle Edward from his ſtrongeſt guard, 

And handto hand cnforce him for to yeeld, 

Orleaue my bodic as witneſſe of my thoughts, 

Orf. Women an1 chuldren ot ſohigh reſolue, 
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Yorke,and Henrie the Ext. 
And Waniors faint, why ewere perpetuall 
Shame?Oh braue + Tm thy 
Noble grandfather doch live againe in thee, 
Long maieſt thou live to beare his inage, 
And to renew his glories. 
Sum, And he that turnes and flies when ſuch do fight, 
Be hiſt, and wondered atit he ariſe. 

Enter a Mcſlenger. 
Meſ. My Lords, Duke Edvard with a raighty power, 
Is marching hatherwards co fhighgwith you. 
Oxf.1 it was his pollicic,to take vs ynprouided, 
Bur here wall we (tand and fighti: torhe death, 
yn ns {a.Gls. Haſt.and Souldiers. 


Eds. Sce —_— ttandsthe thorme wood, 
Whichby Godsafiiftance and your prowelle, 


Shall with our ſwords yermgl be cleane cur downe. 
Quees. Lords, Knights & gentlemen, what / ſhould lay, 
My ceares gaineſaie,for as you ſce,/ drinke 
ONT: nomore 

Henry ang is priſoner 
In the —_— Wo fnrends 
| Arcquitediſtreſt,and yonder ftandes 
| Ho thatmakes all this, — 

on Gods name Lords togither cry {amt Coorge. 
| All Saint George for Lancaſter. "Y "P 
; Alatmestothe bancell, Torks flics, then the chambers be 
diſcharged. Then encerthe king, C/a & Glo, & the reſt, 
& make a ſhour,and cnie.tor Torkefor Torke and 
thenche is taken, &the prince, & Oxf. & Sum. 

E 4+ Eds, 
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Ev. Lohercaperio4 ot ewmultuous broiles, 
Awaic with Oxford to Hames caltell firai 
For Summerſct off with his guilde head. 
Awaie I wi'lnot heate them ſpeake, 
Oxf. Formy part Ile not trouble thee with words. 
Exu Oxford, 

Sum. Nor [but Roope with patience to my death. 

. Exn Sum. 
Edv. Now Edvard what fatistation cantt thou make, 
For(treng vp my ſubicetsto rebellion? 
Prin. Speake hke a ſubicct proud amb:ious Yorke, 
S that I am now my tathers mouth, 
Rehigne thy chaire.and where [ſtand kneele thou, 
Whit / the ſcltclame words tothee, 
Which traytor thou woudl(t haue me anſwere to, 
Qucen, Oh that thy tacner had bin ſoreſolu &: 
Glo. That you might (ti!) hauc kept your 

eticote,and nere hauc ltolne the 

Breech from Lancaſter. 
Prence. Let Aeſop fable in a winters night, 
Hiscurriſh Riddles forts nor withthis place. 
Glo. By heaurnbrar le plague youfor that word, 
Queen. 1,thou walt born* tobe a plague tomen. 
Glo, For Gods fake take awaie this captiue (cold, 
Prin Nay take away this sko!ding Crooktbacke rather, 
Edw. Peace wiltull boy oc / will tame your tongue, 
Cla. Vnturerdlad thou art roo malepert. 
Prin. I know my dutc, you are all yndurifull, 
Laſciuious Edvard, and thou periurd George, 
And thou miſhapen Dicke, I cell you all, 
I am your better traytors as you ny 


Eds, 
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Yorke, and Henrie the foxt. 


| Edv.Takethat,the lanes of this railer heere., 


Queen, Oh kill me too. 

Glo Marrieandihall, (much alreadie, 

©&v, Hold Richard hold, for we haue doone too 

Glo Why (hould ſhe lue to fill the world with words? 

Edv. What doth (he {ſwound?z make meanes for 

Her recoucrie ? 

Glo, Clarence excule me tothe king my brother, 

Imult co London ona ferious matter, 

Ere you come there, you ſhall heare more news. 

Cla, About what, prethe tellme 7 

Glo. The Tower man,the Tower, Ile root them our 
Exit Gloſter. 

Queen. Ah Ned ſpeaketo thy mother boy ? ah 

Thou can{tnot fpeake. 

Traytors, Tyrants,bloudie Homicides, * 

They that Ceſar (hed no bloud at all, 

For he was a man, this m reſpect a childe, 

And men nere ſpend theft furic on a child, 

Whats worſe then tyrant that / maie name, 

You haue no children Deuils if you had, | 

The thought of them would then haue ra 

Butif you euer to hawe a ſonne, opyenTg 

Looke in his to have him ſo cut off, 

As Traitors you haue doone this ſweet young prince. 


| Edv, Awaie, and beare her hence. 


Qneen, Nate nere beare me hence, difpatch 
Me heere heere ſheath thy ſword, 

Ie pardonihce my death. Wilt thounoe? 
Then Clwence doe thou doe it 7 

Cs. By Heauen I would not doc thee ſo much eaſe. 


Leen, 
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Queen,Good Clarence doe,ſweet Clarence kill metoo; 

Ca. Did{tchou not heare me ſweare / would not do it? 

Qaeer. I, but thou vic{t to forſwenre thy ſelfe, 

Twas finae before, but now tis charitie. 

Whearsthe Duels butcher, hardfauored Richard, 

Richard where an thowHe is not hecre, 

Murd-ris his almcs deed, petitioners 

For bloud he nere put backe. 

Ev. Awaie Iaic,and take her hence perforce. 
pon entyonm engaging, Ex. 

Eav, Clarence ,whichers Gloſter gone ? 

Ca Marne my Lord to London,and as 1 geſſe,to 

Make a bloudie ſupper in the Tower. 

Edw, He is ſudden it a thing come in his head, 

W.II, diſcharge the common ſouldiers with paie 

Andthankes,and now lct vs towards London, 


Lu.» my any how (hee dorh fare, Þ> 


Forby this I hope (hee hath a ſonnefor vs. 

Enter Glefterto k the Toy 

to king Henry in owcr, 

Gle.Good day my Lord. What at your booke ſo hard 
Hen. 1 my good Locd. Lord [ſhould faic rather, 
Tis finnet» flatter,good was licle beneer, 
Good Glefter and good Diucll, were all ahke, 
What ſcene of Death hath Ro,ims now to at? 
Glo. Suſpition alwaics hauncs a guiltic mind, 
— air —_ 
And Ithe hapleſſe maile to ene poore bi 
Cn oheSie winecie, ata 

remy poore young was i , was caught 
Glo, Why ,whata foole was that of Crete? 


þ 
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Yorke, and Henvie vhe foxt. 

08. | Thattaught his ſonnethe office 

ot | Ofabirde,and yetfor allthatthe poore 

Fowle was drownde. 

Hen, I Dedalns , my poore ſonne [carns, 

Thy father Aſizos that denide our cowrle, | 

Thy brother Edvard [the funne that fearde his wigs, 
| And thouthe enuous ethat ſwallowedhum, 

x. 


Oh better can my bre! wn 


Thencanmine caresthat 
og me wy Dm execurioner? 
Hen. A pcriecutor / am ſure thou art, 


And i mugdering innocents be executions, 
Then I know thou art an eXeCULioner, 


Glo. Thy ſonne 1 kild for his —_— 

Hen, Hadfthou bin kild when fit did{t preſume, 

, Thou had(t not hude to kill a fanne of mine, 

Andthus / propheſie ofthee, 

That manic a Widdow for her hutbandsdezth, 

| Andmanyan infants waterf ie, 

\Widowes for their huzbands,children fortheir fathers, 

| Shall curſe the cime that cuer thou wert bogne, 

The owle ſhrikr at thy birth an cuill igne} , 

| Thenight Crowcnide,aboding lucklefle tune, 

| Dogs howjdand hideous tempeſts ſhooke downtreeh; 

| TheRtwenrocke heronche Climniestop, 

And chatter Pies in difinall diſcord ſungy, 

Thy mother telt more then a mothers 

Mom ny Re ers hopeg . 

To wit: an vadigeſt created lumpe, 

| Notlikethefruiof ſucha goodlynee, WY 

; ary error er " 
'To 


- 


The Tragedie of Richad D. of 
Thus have we ſwept from our ſeat, 
And made our of lecrtritie, 
Come hither Beſſe,and let me kifle 
Young Ned,for thee thine Vncles bs far: 
mourarmors watche the Winters night, 
Marche all a foote i in ſurnmers skalding hear, 


That thou repoſſefſe the crowne in peace, þ 


Andofour thouſhalt reape the gaine, 
. Glo, Ileblaſthisharueſt and your head were laid, 
For yet Iam not lookt on in the world, 
This ſhoulder was ordaind fothicke toheaue, 
And heaucit ſhall ſome waight orbreake my backe, 
Worke thouthe waie,and thou ſhalt execute. 
Edward. Clatence in:iGlofter, loue niy louelis 


Queene, 
And kiſſe your princely nephew brothers borh, | 
— I owe vnto your, Maicſtje, | 


the rofate lips of this ſweet babe, 
Gees Frnker nb loner nod brother 


= ME Have de Guia whence thoy 
witneſſe the louing kiſſe I giue the child, 

ofaithe truth fo ades kili his marfter, 

And ſo he cride all haile. and meant all harme. 

Edvard. Nowe am [ ſcared as my ſoule | 


pence nn brochers loues. 
c have done with Magee, 
om am. ora re 
Hathpawnd the Cyſſels and Teraſalow, 
And hicherbaue they ſene itfor hcrranſome. a | 
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Yorke,and Henrie the ſixt. 
Fdw. Awaie with her,and wafte hir hence to France, 
And now whartreſts but that we ſpend the time, 
With _ Triumphs and mirthtull comicke ſhewes, 


Such as the pleaſures of the Court, 
Sound drums and Trumpets,farewell to ſower annoy, 
For heere /hope begins ourlaſting ioie, 


Exexn Onnes, 


FINIS 


